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he home front is the civilian theatre of war. The people on the home front are 
not soldiers or generals. They don't drive tanks or fire rifles or dig foxholes. 
Which is not to say that the war does not directly affect them, from what 
they eat, to how they are governed, to whom they mourn. 
And a home front, too, can be the site of a domestic battle all its own. Few 
conflicts carry the resonance of a disordered family You will find descriptions of 
both home fronts here, examples of the war at home. 
And please also find our special insert, dedicated to the 2012 MUN Reunion, 
and made possible thanks to special funding from Memorial University In 
planning for this, we knew there would be some event, some moment amidst the 
talks and receptions and parties and presentations, that would knit together all the 
historic and scholastic and cultural threads running through the days. On Saturday, 
August 11, we found it. The Wicked Memorial Variety Show, playing to a near-
capacity crowd at Mile One Stadium, opened with The Wonderful Grand Band and 
lead singer Ron Hynes. It would be his last concert before undergoing treatment 
for throat cancer. This had been an item on news broadcasts for days. Would 
Hynes really be well enough to appear? Would he sing? Would he sing Sonny's 
Dream? The answer to all three questions was yes. Hynes delivered a tremendous 
and significant performance, and the NQ was there. 
Canada Post Agreement for Publication No. 407840 32 
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FEATURE 
BLACKOUTS,SI NG-ALONGS, 
AND THE PRICE OF EGGS: 
Reading WWll's impact on St John's 
BY CHRIS SHARPE AND JO SHAWYER 
"AS A RESULT OF THE WAR, ST JOHN'S 
HAS BECOME A GARRISON TOWN, 
OCCUPIED BY MILITARY UNITS, LOCAL, 
CANADIAN, AND AMERICAN ... THE 
OCCUPATION PRESENTS PROBLEMS 
WHICH MUST SERIOUSLY BE 
CONSIDERED."1 
fter war was declared on September 3, 1939, 
12,000 Newfoundlanders volunteered to serve 
in the British and Canadian forces, as well as the 
merchant marine.2 But the war also came to Newfoundland, 
because its location made it a vital component of North 
American defence strategy. Canada and the United States 
wasted no time in adding 15,000 troops to the St john's 
resident population of 40, 000. The presence of these troops 
brought the physical presence of war directly to every St 
j ohn's household. We can get a sense of their living-with-
the-war reality by reading the newspapers of the day. 
Civilian movement became less free as soon as war 
started. 3 Familiar locations became off-limits. The 
Newfoundland Constabulary and the newly formed 
Newfoundland Militia guarded vulnerable sites against 
possible saboteurs: Windsor Lake water supply, the 
terminus of four trans-Atlantic cables at Cuckold's Cove, 
Newfoundland Broadcasting Company's radio station at 
Mount Pearl, the St john's dry dock, and the Imperial Oil 
storage tanks on the south side of the harbour.+ 
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CALLING 
ALL MEN! 
Forms may be obtained from the De-
partment of Airlculture 4: Rural Re-Con-
struction, Colonial Building, St. John'1, 
for all those who are interested in denl· 
oping the land and wbo are anxiou and 
willinr to do their bit to help supply the 
necessary food for the coming year. 
'\\•. J. ?ttEADF~, 
Sedy. AIJotmenb Committee. 
c•o Df-PL Ar. & 'R. R .. 
at. John'~ 
With the arrival of foreign troops5, sprawling base 
camps with barbed wire perimeter fences bordered 
the city The Canadian army was between LeMarchant 
Road and Mundy Pond, the Royal Canadian Navy 
was at Buckmaster's Circle, and the Americans were 
first at Camp Alexander on Carpasian Road, and then 
Fort Pepperrell on Quidi Vidi Lake. Canadian soldiers 
installed anti-aircraft batteries on the Hill O' Chips 
and the Southside Hills, at Kennys Pond, and on 
Merrymeeting Road, coordinated from a command-and-
control unit on Newtown Road. The American sentries 
on Carpasian Road were vigilant: "Citizens halted at 
point of rifle by US sentries and ordered to identify 
themselves." "By what authority?" demanded the 
Evening Telegram. 6 Even a Commission of Government 
engineer was barred from inspecting water and sewer 
installations at the Canadian site at Kenny's Pond. 7 An 
anti-submarine net was slung across The Narrows,8 and 
mail delivery and movie distribution were disrupted.9 
Extensive training areas for the military became 
Restricted Areas, forbidden to civilians: Signal Hill, Fort 
Amherst, much of the harbour, the South Side Hills , 
and Cape Spear. The pleasures of a traditional picnic 
area, a favourite hiking and berrypicking spot - even 
4 VOLUME 1 05 NUMBER 2 201 2 
LAND NEEDED FOR 
. . . 
ALLOTMENTS 
. The St. John!s Allotments Committee is 
no\v engaged in preparing plans for the im· 
mediate cultivation of land. The object of these 
plans is· to provide as many as possible "«'ith 
small lots 9f cultivable land, together . 'vith the 
·necessary seeds, etc., s<> that they may produce 
for their · o\vn use a good supply of the more 
staple varieties of vegetables. 
Apy persons willing .to·off er the use of land 
for· allotment purpose8 "\viii' pl~ase advise, im· 
mediately, 
,V. J. MEAl)ES~ 
S·~retary .Allotme·nts Co~mittee. 
co Dept. of Agriculture & l~ural Reconstruction 
St. John's. · · 
od 17 .&l.! ) 
trou ting - were denied to the city's residents in this new 
wartime landscape. Even sight-seeing could turn into a 
serious transgression. "A lady resident of the East End 
took some visitors to Signal Hill this morning to view 
the [sights] of the city They had a camera with them 
and were taking pictures of the harbor when someone 
informed the authorities. Police were quickly on the 
scene and confiscated the film. As far as can be learned 
the parties were ignorant of the regulations. "10 
The St john's City Council complained bitterly about 
the impact of military traffic on the city's streets. 11 
"Road maintenance this year has been made more costly 
because of the immense traffic increase resulting from ... 
the defence services ... ponderous trucks, conveyances 
loaded far beyond the limits specified in the traffic 
regulations, and tractors fitted with flanges that cut deep 
into the [road] surfaces ... "12 There were other traffic 
problems too: trucks were in such demand for military 
construction that private businesses had difficulty 
getting their goods delivered, 13 and warehouse space 
was at a premium. 14 
Much was made of a trial run of Blackout in 
December 1941 " ... with the exception of Saturday night 
so people can do their shopping, and Sunday night 
so that the church services will not be interrupted. " 15 
Blackout for the duration of the war was imposed 
on April 6, 1942. 16 "Of all the troubles the war has 
brought, the lighting restrictions are probably the most 
depressing and inconvenient, apart from the question 
of expense. "17 This helped remind the public that they 
lived in a war zone: " ... there has been and is real danger 
of shelling from the sea, and that as spring and summer 
draw near there will be additional danger of bombing 
from the air."18 The naysayers argued: "The Blackout 
not only serves as an instrument of civil defence but as 
a cover for such nefarious activities as hijacking safes, 
entering stores, stealing motor cars and tires, accosting 
women on the street ... there has been a sharp increase 
of activities of those who use darkness as a screen for 
their operations. "19 
St] ohn's was short of housing accommodation even 
before the war and the arrival of the military exacerbated 
the situation. By 1943 there were almost 2,000 
Canadian naval personnel living off-base. Many had 
brought their wives and children with them. And many 
Newfoundlanders optimistically moved into the city to 
\vork on base construction.20 You were lucky to get one 
room with kitchen and bathroom shared with up to a 
dozen others. 21 "One man is reported to be sleeping 
in his automobile ... "22 Of all the hardships of the war, 
the lack of accommodation was most bitterly felt: "The 
[Canadian] Government allowed the servicemen to 
bring their wives here without making certain that 
suitable accommodation was available and has done 
nothing to help alleviate the present overcrowding. It is 
an odd twist of circumstances that citizens of St] ohn's 
now find they cannot obtain living quarters in their own 
city at any price."23 The problem forced the Government 
to impose rent controls. 24 
The Cost of Living Index (excluding rent) rose 
sharply during the war. 25 Like Canada and the United 
States, Newfoundland fixed the ceiling price of a 
number of foodstuffs and supplies: eggs, milk, butter, 
gasoline, kerosene, and coal, and the list grew as the 
war continued. 26 By the end of 1942, approximately 
60°/o of all foodstuffs had been brought under some 
form of price control. 27 Sometimes, items were simply 
not available: "The demands of the Allied Armed 
forces for meats of all kinds, [including "barrelled and 
canned corned beef"] ... have greatly restricted the 
quantity available for civilian consumption while the 
transportation difficulties have made it impossible ... to 
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land any large volume of molasses. "28 "The Notice issued 
by the Food Controller yesterday that he had sanctioned 
a twenty-five per cent increase in the price of milk above 
that fixed by his order in December came as a shock 
to the public. "29 "Serious situation facing farmers: The 
supply of ... feed for cattle and poultry [allocated from 
Canada] in city stores has essentially been all used up 
[both in Newfoundland and abroad]. "30 "On Tuesday of 
this week a fresh egg could not be bought in any of the 
principal stores in the city "31 
Citizens were exhorted to reduce their consumption 
of tea and coffee by half, on the "honour system. "32 
And you could apply for an allotment to grow your 
own vegetables. 33 A system of rationing was discussed 
but never imposed because of the dispersed pattern of 
settlement in remote areas and the widespread use of the 
credit system in the fishery 34 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY S 
Building materials, too, were in short supply: "Military 
and naval projects ... take precedence over civilian work 
at present, and with such a large amount of [military] 
construction ... local dealers are finding it difficult to 
supply their customers (e.g. cement)".35 
There was one bright spot in hosting a war: the 
social activity Both the military and volunteer groups 
in the city sponsored recreational clubs to provide 
accommodation, meals, and entertainment for the 
troops.36 Just look at the activity of The Caribou Hut 
for the month of August, 194 2: 10 dances attended by 
4,100, two party nights with 1,425 present, five Sunday 
lunches with 1,850 diners, 35 movies watched by 
11,235, five Sunday night sing-alongs sung by 2,450, 
4,789 beds rented, 29,842 canteen customers, 350 
volunteer workers serving 4,300 hours. 37 Fun was had 
as the war was forgotten for a few hours, friendships 
were made, and marriages happened despite all efforts 
by American authorities to prevent them during the war. 
One particularly noteworthy wedding was that of "Mr 
and Mrs RJ Watson [which] took place in Nashville, 
Tennessee on March 5 rh last. The bride is the only 
daughter of Hon L E and Mrs Emerson. Lt Watson of the 
United States Army Air Corps is the son of Mrs and the 
late James K Watson of Tarrytown, New York."38 
Today a plaque on the bridge crossing Rennies River 
on King's Bridge Road reminds us of the three nations 
who lived together in St John's during the war: "King's 
Bridge constructed by City of St John's, Newfoundland 
Government, Canada, United States Army ... September 
1943." el 
Chris Sharpe is Professor of Geography at Memorial University 
interested in the historical geography of St john's.] o Shawyer is 
a geographer retired from Memorial but still actively engaged in 
historical research on urban and agricultural topics. 
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NOTICE TO CONSIGNEES 
Sha'v Steamship Company Limited hereby give 
notice that olving to lack of warehousing space In St. 
John's and elsewhere in Ne\vfoundland it ~·ill in virture 
of Section 7 of the Bill of Lading issued by It require 
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of A. E. Hickman Co., Ltd., North Side. OpporltJ jity 
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continue her voyage. As no lighters are availabl~ ~nd 
the ship is likely f-0 be detained beyond the iim1 re-
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New for Fall 
FROM BREAK\X1ATER BOOKS 
baggage 
JILL SOOLEY 
An honest and revealing portrayal 
of modern relationships and 
blended families, Jill Sooley's new 
novel reminds us that love runs 
thicker than bloodlines. 
The Mean Time 
JAMES MATTHEWS 
When Will Johnstone is killed on 
the street in Corner Brook, his 
death reaches far into the lives of 
others. Sombre, penitent, and 
ultimately devastating, The Mean 
Time beautifully depicts how life 
is lived and lost between regrets. 
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1944, when he was appointed Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court, a position he held until his death May 19, 1949. 
11\ll \ ANNE R)A N 
BRACO 
IN THE 
W:!J 
Braco 
LESLEYANNE RYAN 
An ambitious and electrifying debut 
novel from former Canadian Forces 
peacekeeper Lesleyanne Ryan. 
Braco--the Bosnian word for little 
brother-follows fourteen-year-old 
Bosnian refugee Atif Stavic's 
agonizing five-day flight out of the 
fallen city of Srebrenica. 
In the Field 
JOAN SULLIVAN 
A compelling history-part 
narrative, part documentary, part 
oral history, part ghost story-
Joan Sullivan's In the Field reminds 
us how a soldier's sacrifice can 
resonate long after he has fallen. 
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SHAH 
•1 ~f Shea Heights 
The Shah of Shea Heights is set in the 
community of Shea Heights, New-
foundland. The story is narrated by 
Billy Tucker, whose main concern is 
the inner story of his father, a con-
victed trafficker of narcotics who 
spends intermittent spells in prison 
during Billy's and his brother's up-
bringing. 
JONATHAN BUTLER 
978-1-89717 4-97-5 
Fiction• 5 x 8.5 I 300pp 
$19.95 
art• design • illustration 
• 
The Other Side of 
The Other Side of Midnight: Taxi Cab 
Stories describes the experiences of 
an underwritten portion of Newfound-
land's working class. Comical, absurd 
and often dramatic, many of their 
reminiscences will be of long hours 
and years on the job, their hopes and 
decayed dreams. 
Mike Heffernan 
978-1-89717 4-96-8 
Non-Fiction • 6 x 9 I 250pp 
b&w photos 
$19.95 
¢ 
0 
0 
0 
.. 
0 
0 
., 
• 
' 
BRUCE TEMPLETON 
f orev10 a by Dar"l}' WP ams 
'N nt v boo1<. 
I pr;;uc tc,, 5<7; om 
Q#I[ 5\) ond ti! belkM< 
(Ml l. Pt!.soc 
"l!W :N)W """"• 
The Man in the 
<Red $uit 
During the past 33 years, St. John's busi-
nessman Bruce Templeton has devoted 
the month of December to visiting chil-
dren and assisting Santa Claus. At school 
parties, country clubs, or in the critical-
care unit of hospitals, young people ask 
him profound questions about Santa 
Claus and the true meaning of Christmas. 
In his memoir he shares some of his 
most unforgettable questions. 
0 
0 
c 
Bruce Templeton 
978-1-89717 4-8-38 
Memoir• 5 x 7 I 200pp • Hard Cover 
$21.95 
Anyone who buys, gives, or renews a subscription to the Newfoundland Quarterly will be 
eligible to win Winterton, oil on canvas, 31 .5" x 31 .5", 201 2, by Jean Claude Roy. 
To subscribe to the NQ, contact us by phone at 864.2426, by email at nfqsub@mun.ca, or by mail at 
E4002, Memorial University, St John's, NL, A 1 C 5S7. Subscriptions are $30/year and $55/2 years, 
$40/year to the US, $50/year overseas. 
Contest deadline March 31, 201 3. 
For more details see contest rules and regulations 
on our website, newfound landquarterly.ca. 
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ARCHIVAL NOTES 
THE REV LESTER BURRY COLLECTION 
UNITED CHURCH CONFERENCE ARCHIVES 
BY LINDA WHITE 
The Rev Lester Burry Collection is 
housed at the United Church of Canada, 
Newfoundland and Labrador Conference 
Archives in St john's. It consists of 40 
cm of textual material, five medals and 
awards, 65 photographs, 550 35 mm 
slides, 45 lantern slides, two 16 mm 
film reels, and six sound recordings. The 
photos and slides have been digitized and 
placed on the Memorial University Queen 
Elizabeth II Library's website - Digital 
Archives Initiative. 
ester Leeland Burry was born on July 12, 1898 in 
Safe Harbour, Bona vista Bay to Stephen and Marie 
..-....-. (Bourne) Burry His early schooling was done at 
both Safe Harbour and nearby Greenspond. Like many 
other boys at that time, he would travel to Labrador 
with his father and brothers on their own schooner to 
participate in the summer cod fishery 
Burry left Newfoundland to study Arts and Theology at 
Mount Allison University in Sackville, New Brunswick. 
After his graduation in 1923, he returned and was 
ordained as a Methodist minister at Gower Street Church 
in St john's on June 30, 1924. He was assigned the 
pastoral charge of St Anthony, where he spent the next 
four years, and met his wife, Amelia Marie Penney, a local 
schoolteacher. They married on September 4, 1928. 
Shortly after, the couple moved to Curling for a year 
before a transfer to Little Bay Islands. Not long after, he 
was asked to serve a three-year term in the Hamilton 
Inlet Mission in Labrador. They arrived there in 1931 
and stayed for 26 years. 
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Geographically, the Hamilton Inlet Mission was one 
of the largest in the North, including the 100-mile inlet 
area and extending along the coast for another 200 
miles. Northwest River was the base of operations, and 
it was here that Burry and his wife resided. The Burrys 
demonstrated their commitment to the Mission early on 
by living in a log cabin while waiting for the local church 
to be built - Burry refused to begin work on a proper 
manse until the church's construction was complete. 
In the summertime Burry would visit the various 
settlements by mission boat, the Glad Tidings, which 
he himself had designed. The harsher winter months 
saw him making the trip via dogsled or, during his last 
eight years, in a large snow machine, a precursor to the 
modern snowmobile. It took seven weeks twice a year for 
Burry to visit all the members of his charge. 
This made Burry sensitive to the needs of the isolated 
trappers in Labrador, who were often far away from their 
families for many months of the year. He applied for 
and received two radio licences from the Newfoundland 
government: one to operate a church broadcast, and the 
other for amateur radio purposes. He obtained a surplus 
radio transmitter from the American air base in Goose 
Bay and built crystal radio sets and earphones for the 
trappers. On Sunday evenings, they could tune in to 
the church broadcast, and on Tuesday evenings women 
could talk with their husbands and friends on the trap 
lines. Burry eventually expanded this service so that it 
reached the crews on fishing schooners, residents of 
coastal communities, lighthouse keepers, and traders and 
clerks at Hudson Bay Company outposts. 
Burry was the first person to represent Labrador 
in a political capacity, at the National Convention in 
1946. He handily defeated the four other candidates, 
receiving 63°/o of the vote. He was in a minority of 
pro-Confederates among the 45 representatives chosen 
Rev Lester Burry and friend s at home in Northwest River. 
from across Newfoundland and Labrador to sit at the 
Convention, and was part of the seven-person delegation 
sent to Ottawa to assess the option of Confederation with 
Canada. As the representative for the only part of the 
soon-to-be province that shared a border with mainland 
Canada, Burry's voice was of particular importance. He 
raised issues such as the development of the agriculture 
and mining industries in Labrador, lent his support to 
inter-denominational education, and brought attention to 
the poor state of Labrador's postal services. 
After his arrival in St john's, he was surprised and 
disappointed to find only a few members of the National 
Convention shared his own (positive) views regarding 
Confederation. Here is his response to a speech by 
Michael Harrington, a St john's candidate to the National 
Convention: 
Mr Harrington told us here that as a civil servant 
in the Department of Public Health and Welfare, 
that day after day he sat before his desk reading 
letters from different parts of the country telling 
of the tragic stories of privation and struggles ... 
I am sure that Mr Harrington will agree that it is 
one thing to sit before a desk in a nice comfortable 
room, having two square meals and to read these 
letters, it is another to be in the field, making 
contacts, going into the homes of these people and 
seeing their bare cupboards and hearing the cries 
of children, cries of hunger, cries that never leave 
you once you have heard them. They are different 
from any other cries of children. And having gone 
through that experience, I make the statement that 
If ear the return of Responsible Government to 
the people, with the fear it might bring back these 
conditions again ... People will say to me: "It does 
not have to happen again ... " It may happen again 
and I do not want to take a chance on it. We have 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 11 
Visiting trappers in their tent on the land. 
Lester Burry and friend on the snow machine that Burry built himself. 
no guarantees that it will not happen again ... I do 
not want to make the blunder of having Responsible 
Government returned by my giving any support 
to it. It is happening already and 13,000 people 
are on the dole in this country and in Labrador ... 
And, Sir, if it has to come, if I have to face it again 
in my work, I do not want to have to say to myself 
that I should not have given support to the kind of 
government under which this kind of thing exists. 
Let us try something else. 
Not surprisingly, JR Smallwood had this to say about 
Burry's commitment to the Confederate cause: 
12 VOLUME l 05 NUMBER 2 20 l 2 
The Rev Lester Burry, an old friend from 
Corner Brook times (we had been on a debating 
team there), now a much beloved United Church 
missionary in Labrador, would have been my first 
convert to Confederation, but for the fact that he 
was already in favour of it. No man, not even Sir 
Wilfred Grenfell, ever had the welfare of Labrador's 
people more at heart than did Lester Burry, so he 
couldn't help being a Confederate. 
However, when asked by Smallwood to become the 
Liberal Candidate for Labrador North in 1956, Burry 
declined. He stayed in Hamilton Inlet until 19 5 7, then 
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Children at picnic. 
served in Clark's Beach for two years before moving to 
St john's in 1959, where he would spend the remainder 
of his life. He became chaplain to the hospitals and 
institutions for the United Church for four years, as 
well as Minister Emeritus at Cochrane Street United 
Church Session, and held other roles in the Church 
including President of the Newfoundland and Labrador 
Conference of the United Church of Canada for 1959-
60. He retired from active ministry in 1963. 
Among other recognition he received a Doctorate of 
Theology from Pine Hill Theological College, Halifax 
(1950), was made a member of the Order of Canada 
At home. 
(1969), and, quite fittingly, in 1975 the town of then 
Happy Valley named one of its streets "Burry Crescent". 
Burry died on August 31, 1977 in St john's. 
Burry was also an avid photographer (contributing 
in the 1950s to Maclean 's~ the magazine's first colour 
photographs in the August 1951 issue were taken by 
him) . His collection of photographs, lantern slides, and 
transparencies provide a wonderful view of Labrador 
during the 1930s, 40s, and 50s. 11!1 
Linda White is an archivist with Archives and Special Collections, 
Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memorial University. 
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New Paintings and Works on Paper 
Mira Goddard Gallery, Toronto 
May 26 - June 16, 2012 
Dressing Gown Series-(left) Donna B, mixed media, 1989; (right) Donna C, watercolour on paper, 2010. 
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• 
When Given Lemons, oil on canvas, 201 2. 
For a review of this exhibition, please see p 58. 
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Coming this Fall from Breakwater Books 
Fall in love with Newfoundland 
through the eyes of painter JC Roy ... 
Fluctuat Nee Mergitur: 
JC Roy's Newfoundland 
Jl \N CIAUDL RC>Y I ART $59 95 
Artist Jean Claude Roy first came to Newfoundland 
in 1966. Travelling to every inhabited corner of 
the island, he has recorded his personal vision ... 
Painted almost entirely on-site, each image is the 
story of one day in the life of a community. 
CELEBRAl-.ING 4() YEARS 1973-2013 ~ ] F01JL
1 
()~US ~)N 1LINE! C 'f ()F QUALr1·y PUBLISHING · · Ii \\ \\ \\. ) ll .11, \\.I [ '"· 1 l I()(),"." ()Ill 
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FEATURE 
C/Jt~Ju:at (!?tJtlee:t:<i: OLD MASTERS, OFFICIAL PORTRAITS, 
AND THE EARLY BEGINNINGS OF ART AT MUN BY CRYSTAL PARSONS 
A rt Gallery photos are from the SJ Carew Collection, Coll-012, Archives and Specia l Collections, Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memoria l University. 
AN ART COLLECTION IS MORE THAN JUST 
AN ASSEMBLY OF BEAUTIFUL PICTURES AND 
INTERESTING OBJECTS. EACH PIECE ADDED 
TELLS ITS OWN STORY - ABOUT A PERSON, 
PLACE, OR TIME. AS THEY ARE BROUGHT 
TOGETHER, THEY CREATE NEW NARRATIVES 
- ABOUT THE PEOPLE THEY ARE COLLECTED 
FOR AND HOW THEY GROW AND CHANGE 
OVER TIME. 
Over the last two years, Memorial University of 
Newfoundland, one of the most important and 
influential institutions in the province, has marked 
two significant milestones - the g5th anniversary of 
the establishment of Memorial University College, 
and the SOth anniversary of the opening of the "new" 
campus, which students still attend today at its current 
location on Elizabeth Avenue. Yet many may not 
18 VOLUME l 05 NUMBER 2 20 l 2 
realize that the creation of this campus also heralded 
the birth of another important cultural institution 
in the province. It was with the construction of new 
buildings for the Elizabeth Avenue campus that the 
province's first dedicated art gallery was created. 
Officially opened along with the rest of the new campus 
in 1961, it functioned for many years as the def acto 
public provincial art gallery in lieu of any other official 
institution, even after it relocated just off campus to the 
St john's Arts and Culture Centre. 
Over the years the gallery acquired a collection 
comprised mostly of contemporary (post-1960s) 
Canadian art with special attention to Newfoundland 
and Labrador. Today the Memorial University of 
Newfoundland Art Collection contains almost 5,000 
artworks by some of the most outstanding artists from 
the province and across the country, including Mary 
Pratt, Christopher Pratt, David Blackwood, and members 
of the Group of Seven. Still owned by the university, it is 
housed and cared for today by The Rooms Provincial Art 
Gallery The collection has long served as the foundation 
of the only public gallery in the province and as the only 
ongoing record of NL art in Canada. 
However, the genesis of this important collection 
started long before there was ever a gallery and long 
before the new campus, in the early years of the 
university when it was still a college. 
Memorial Collects 
The Memorial University we recognize today began 
through eff arts to provide opportunities for teacher 
training in the Dominion with the creation of the 
Department of Education and the Normal School in 
1920. In order to provide a greater variety of academic 
offerings, the Carnegie Foundation of New York was 
approached and agreed to furnish assistance with an 
annual grant for five years, with additional support given 
by the Newfoundland Government. With the merger of 
the two post-secondary institutions, Memorial University 
College was subsequently formed and opened September 
15, 1925. It was through the generosity of the Carnegie 
Foundation, activities associated with the education 
program, and the dedication of a number of enthusiastic 
staff that we find the very beginnings of a growing 
concern for art and collecting at Memorial. 
It may be surprising but not insignificant to note that 
Memorial's first foray into collecting art involved not 
original works of art (that is, works created at the hand 
of an artist) but of reproductions, particularly images 
of the art by the "Old Masters" such as Rembrandt and 
Michelangelo. In the 1930s, Memorial received not only 
operating grants from the Carnegie Foundation but 
also a large collection of fine art reproductions - images 
of works famous throughout world art history - from 
Ancient Egyptian and Greek art to Van Gogh and Picasso. 
Known at Memorial as the Carnegie Collection, this 
became a set of multi-disciplinary teaching materials, 
used to illustrate everything from history to geography 
lectures. High quality art reproductions would not have 
been as readily available at that time as they are now and 
were widely considered excellent substitutions in lieu of 
originals for the purpose of study 
For all intents and purposes, the Carnegie Collection 
was treated every bit as much as if it contained original 
works of art. It fell under the jurisdiction of the 
university's library and the university appointed its first 
curator to look after it. The title of "Honourary Curator 
of Art" was granted to Muriel Hunter, who taught French 
and Spanish at the university and also gave lectures on 
art history A great art enthusiast, she took responsibility 
for the collection. To every extent possible, Hunter 
treated the collection very much as if it were composed 
of original works of art. 1 
Hunter was known for using the collection in the 
classroom to illustrate her talks on art appreciation. She 
was also endowed with a single-minded determination 
to fill the art historical "gaps"' by acquiring those works 
needed to build as comprehensive a collection as 
possible2 - even going so far as to seek out the opinions 
of a professional curator at the British Museum on what 
would be the best reproductions of Asian art to include. 3 
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Hunter also made an effort to give students as much 
exposure as possible to the visual arts by arranging 
exhibitions of the reproductions, complete with extended 
labels and explanatory text. The Memorial campus did 
not at that time have a permanent art gallery in the sense 
that we recognize one today, but space was dedicated in 
the library for the Carnegie Collection next to the Main 
Reading Room. This large, well-lit area, which had been 
fitted with shelves for the express purpose of exhibiting 
the reproductions, was Memorial's first unofficial gallery 4 
Hunter's exhibitions had an impact, not just on the 
student population but also the general populace. In 
her report to the Carnegie Foundation in 1936, she 
stated that the students from the outport communities 
coming in to St John's seemed particularly interested in 
the exhibitions of reproductions. She surmised that, for 
many of them, these were their first opportunity to view 
works of art of this kind. 5 The fine art reproductions 
attracted considerable interest from the general public as 
well. While many individuals and groups had arranged 
exhibitions at alternative venues through the city over 
the years, the university library was the only place in St 
john's for the public to regularly view pictures of fine 
art. Hunter reported, "There are generally one or two 
hundred members of the public, at times even more at 
these exhibitions which last a week or a fortnight. "6 
Over the years the collection of reproductions grew 
through donations by various university staff and faculty 
members as well as gifts from qutside the university 
A notable one came in 1957 when Premier Joseph 
Smallwood was given a set of silkscreen prints from the 
Canadian Pulp & Paper Association. Smallwood gave 
the university this series of reproductions derived from 
paintings "representative of native art" by Ottawa artist 
Arthur Price and produced by Sampson-Matthews Ltd. 7 
A favouring of reproductions of fine art continued 
at MUN for some time even after a formal collection of 
original works begun. In 1959, the university's Art & 
Music Committee made plans to acquire reproductions 
for the new buildings being built and even expressed a 
hope that, once a gallery was built on the new Elizabeth 
Avenue campus, an entire wing might be dedicated to 
displaying them. 8 In a memo from Lord Taylor to the 
Comptroller in 196 7, Taylor confirmed farmer MUN 
President Dr Raymond Gushue's ordering of a series of 
reproductions of famous paintings for the corridors in 
the Arts & Administration building to "try to make the 
place look a little more cultured. "9 
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The zeal for these reproductions, reflecting 
sophisticated tastes and preferences, created some 
concern amongst local art professionals that they could 
be a detriment to the collection of original works by 
living artists. As Christopher Pratt explained in the 
video series, Not just a Picture Place, "people interested 
in art around that time at the university thought these 
reproductions should farm the basis of the collection on 
the grounds that the technical advancements in printing 
had allowed for a higher quality that allowed anyone 
to own a version of some of the best works of art in the 
world; works that clearly surpassed anything being done 
by a contemporary artist. "10 However, the efforts 
of dedicated individuals interested in promoting local 
art later ensured there was also a place for original, 
modern works. 
Acquisitions 
In her 1933-34 report on the use of the collection 
for the Carnegie Corporation, Hunter had indicated, 
"We are also making an interesting collection of prints 
- engravings, etchings, woodcuts etc. and shall be 
delighted to receive further gifts of such material." 
This would appear to be the earliest reference to 
collecting original works of art at MUC. 11 
This began informally, mostly as a result of gifts to 
the university In 1954 Smallwood arranged to purchase 
a portrait of Captain Bob Bartlett by American artist 
Margaret Fitzhugh Browne, which he gave to the 
university Not yet having the facilities to display the 
work, an official unveiling ceremony with the Lieutenant 
Governor, Sir Leonard Outerbridge, was held at an 
assembly in January 1955.12 Expatriate Newfoundlander 
and artist Robert Pilot also gave a bronze cast of 
Maurice Cullen, his Newfoundland-born stepfather and 
renowned Canadian artist, after a bust by the famous 
Canadian sculptor, Alfred Laliberte, in 19 5 7. 
The university accepted these with plans for a proper 
gallery already in mind. In his letter to Pilot in 1957, 
Gushue stated, "I hope when we get our new library 
building with its specially designed art exhibition room 
that we shall in some way be able to feature a Cullen 
exhibition at some time. "13 
It was in early May 1959 that Gushue proposed 
commissioning works of art for the new campus: "I 
think the [dining] hall ought to contain as the years go 
on, paintings of people associated with the University, 
probably including major benefactors. I do think 
however that it would be a 'must' to have the paintings 
of the Chancellors of the University, the Chairmen of the 
Board of Regents and the Presidents of the University, to 
which I would add that of Mr Uohn Lewis] Paton, the 
President of the University College. "14 
At this time the central dining hall was still under 
construction. Gushue expressed hope that this building 
would be "designed so that it will be an attractive and 
impressive room. While we cannot approach the Great 
Hall in Hart House at Toronto, I feel that the University 
will want to be prepared to spend extra money in 
making this hall both as to proportions and design both 
dignified and impressive. "15 His reference to Hart House 
seems to suggest that he viewed the design elements 
and inclusion of art important signifiers for putting 
MUN on par with other prominent 
universities in Canada. 
The memo went on to authorize 
having portraits of Paton and Dr 
Albert G Hatcher commissioned. 
Both were deceased by this time 
but it was reasoned that sufficient 
photographs and individuals 
who knew them well were still 
available to help the artist achieve 
sufficient likenesses. Gushue 
indicated he would take up the 
matter with Reginald Shepherd at 
the Newfoundland Academy of Art 
before presenting a detailed plan to 
the Board of Regents. 16 
In late May 1959 Shepherd 
responded to Gushue's request 
with costs for oil on canvas 
paintings based on measurements (from a life-size 
figure as far as the knees to a life-size full length) with 
imported, hand carved antique gilt frames: "All canvases 
will be painted in different poses and in such academic 
robes as recommended by you," wrote Shepherd. "When 
it is possible for us to study plans of the hall in which 
the paintings are to be hung, we will, as you suggested, 
recommend the exact sizes and placing of portraits so as 
to fit into the general decor. "17 
The Secretary of the Board of Regents responded 
about a month later indicating that the Board of Regents 
had considered his proposal and approved in principle. 
The suggestion was that the portraits not only include 
the aforementioned individuals but also those of the 
I 
Founding Trustees, Drs [William] Blackall, [Vincent] 
Burke and [Levi] Curtis. 18 
In late March 1960 Gushue began actively searching 
out works to acquire for the new university gallery 
He wrote to past and recent winners of the annual 
Newfoundland Art Competition (better known today 
as the Arts & Letters Competition) , "I have discussed 
with the University Committee on Art the possibility 
• 
of the University receiving, by gift or otherwise, the 
winning exhibits in the Newfoundland Art Competition 
which takes place annually We feel that if the University 
received these from year to year and exhibited the 
collection of winners over a growing number of years 
as time goes on, it would present a most attractive 
and interesting result ... To achieve the fullest effect 
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we should like to acquire all the winning entries each 
year". 19 The letters were sent with the request that the 
artists consider transferring the works by sale or as a gift 
(with a marked preference for receiving works as gifts). 
Among the first approached with such a request were 
Patricia Joyce, who was living in Toronto and had won 
for her oil painting, Non-Objective No. 1; Wally Brandts 
of St John's for his watercolor, Fort William; and David 
Blackwood, who received an honourable mention in 
1958 for The Back Door (in the "Other" category) and 
Moments on the Road to Gamba (which won in the "Other" 
category in 1960). 20 Edythe Ryan's winning sculptures 
from the 1959 and 1960 competitions, respectively 
Three Nuns and Apartheid, were also requested. 21 In a 
1960 press release the university announced that all of 
the winners that year had agreed to donate their work. 
"The University hopes to acquire each year the first 
prize winning entries in the Government Competition. 
In this way, there might be assembled a collection of 
originals which would be representative of trends in art 
in Newfoundland. The collection will eventually be 
hung in the picture gallery of the new university on 
Elizabeth Avenue. "22 
It is important to note that several of these winners 
were already pursuing professional art studies at that 
time. Joyce first studied at the Newfoundland Academy 
of Art and in 1960 was enrolled at the Ontario College of 
Art. Ryan had also studied drawing and painting at the 
Newfoundland Academy of Art and after two years at the 
Ontario College had returned to the Academy to pursue 
sculpture. Latvian-born Brandts was living in St John's 
and working as a painter, set designer, and filmmaker 
after having studied "under well-known masters in Riga" 
and spending several years in Australia. The press release 
also noted that Blackwood was a "young artist from 
Wesleyville, at present in his first year at the Ontario 
College of Art. "23 
The newly formed collection of original works of art 
would not have long to wait for a permanent home. Plans 
were made early on to include a dedicated gallery space 
in the new university campus at Elizabeth Avenue. When 
the new campus opened in 1961, Memorial University 
Art Gallery, with Christopher Pratt as its curator, debuted 
along with it. mr!1 
The research upon which this article is based was funded in 
part by a research grant from ISER at Memorial University The 
author gratefully acknowledges this assistance. 
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She welcomes comments at crystalsparsons@gmail.com. 
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ESSAY 
... HILD 
BY GARY L SAUNDERS 
During WWII this Hurricane fighter crashed near Third Pond on Gander River. The author's father and brother ferried its salvaged fuselage and 
wings down to Gander Bay for $300. 
What is war to a five-year-old? Not 
much. Yet children are so sensitive 
to shifts in household weather that 
they pick up any change. I was not 
quite six when World War II started. 
While too young to comprehend its 
enormity, I'd have been quick to catch 
any flutter of worry in my m.other's 
brown eyes, to register the urgency of 
my parents' midnight whisperings in 
the bedroom we shared because our 
house was tiny, to note any shift in 
home routines. 
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othing frets a youngster more than perceived 
helplessness in their otherwise god-like 
parents. 
Normally Grandpa Saunders seldom visited. After 
all, he and Grandma lived next door. And we saw him 
almost daily behind the counter of his general store, 
or down on the wharf drawing a pint of molasses or 
a gallon of kerosene for a customer. And, always, in 
church on Sunday 
But during that winter of 1939-40 he took to 
dropping by after supper almost every weeknight. He 
came to hear "the war news" on our battery radio, one of 
the few in Clarke's Head at the time. 
I can hear him now, stomping snow off his boots 
outside and grunting as he kicks off his gaiters in the 
dark porch. I can see him blinking owl-like in the 
Aladdin lamp's sudden glare as he enters the kitchen, 
a portly gentleman of middling height with kindly 
blue eyes set in a florid face above a walrus mustache. 
Greeting my mother, Winnifred, nodding to my elder 
brother Calvin and me, he heaves off his overcoat and 
subsides into his accustomed chair beside my father in 
the dim parlour. Meanwhile Dad is fiddling with the 
dials, trying for "good reception." 
There they huddle in grave silence, waiting for the BBC 
broadcast to begin. And for the next six years, when we 
could afford fresh batteries, that ritual would continue. 
(Even though my grandfather, an early riser, often fell 
asleep before the broadcast ended and had to ask for 
details.) It was my first visible evidence of The War. 
Then there were the sounds. Each broadcast began 
with the sonorous, reverberating bongs of a giant clock 
called Big Ben, which they told me towered high above 
England's Houses of Parliament, whatever they were, in 
the heart of London. It was named, Calvin said, after an 
ancient bell, which in turn was named for a workman 
who'd helped install it. 
As the bongs faded, we'd hear the crisp voice of 
Matthew Halton say, "London calling: This is the BBC 
Evening News, Overseas Edition." Sometimes static 
\vould drown out Halton's words, prompting Dad to 
shake his head and twiddle the knobs to fetch him back. 
Halton certainly had a risky job. I pictured him riding 
a storm-tossed airplane chased by enemy fighters, or 
perhaps clinging to a torpedoed ship in heavy seas. 
But my father reassured me that Halton was sitting in a 
soundproof studio facing nothing more dangerous than a 
circular microphone. Even so, those explosions of static 
made him seem heroic to me. Heroic and mysterious. 
Had the conflict remained a radio war, it might have 
stayed mystifying. But after I became seven and started 
school, they let me stay up later and hear more. Slowly it 
all began to make some sense. 
Above our radio was a large coloured wall map of 
Europe and the British Isles. It was the biggest map I'd 
ever seen. Soon it bristled with lines of pins marking the 
ebb and flow of battle. So war, I concluded, was a kind 
of game. At times my father and Grandpa did seem to 
enjoy it. Or at the least the nightly update, however dire, 
seemed to ease their minds. 
They took especial comfort from the occasional 
speeches of a man named Churchill. In his nasal, growly 
voice this man berated the "Nawzi guttersnipes" for their 
dreams of conquest, and taunted them with threats. 
Britain, he declared, would fight them in the air, on the 
beaches, on the streets, in the hills if need be, and "never 
surrender." Churchill - church on a hill - was an ocean 
away from little Newfoundland, but his defiance sent us 
hope, steeled our will. 
Far tamer were the "Fireside Chat" broadcasts of 
President Franklin Roosevelt to his fellow Americans. 
Roosevelt merely conversed. Our British lion roared. 
Of course, the moment I went out to play, the whole 
thing dissipated, a figment of the airwaves. 
Not so for my parents. Two of Dad's brothers were 
already "in the service," Uncle Don in Scotland with the 
Forestry Corps, and Uncle Aubrey as a civilian at the 
Argentia base in Placentia Bay Dad himself, 35 when the 
war began, was in little danger of going. But should the 
war grind on, would my brother, seven years older than 
me, be called up? That prospect must have kept Mom 
and Dad awake nights. 
That was my war in its first year of so. Otherwise life 
in Gander Bay pursued its normal rhythms. In summer 
Uncle John tended his salmon nets. In autumn Dad and 
the other men guided moose and caribou hunters on 
the Northwest Gander. Come winter, trappers harnessed 
their dog teams and went furring upriver. Lumbermen 
yoked workhorses and felled saw logs for the Bay's two 
mills. In March, when the hauling was best, every man 
cut birch firewood for next winter. 
Other than seeing the odd poster urging people to 
support the troops ("Buy War Bonds!") or to button 
our lips ("Loose Talk Kills! ") we children hardly knew 
a war was going on. It was different for grownups, 
especially women. Church ladies were forever knitting 
finger mitts and worsted socks for the "boys in the 
trenches," or mailing care packages of candy, tobacco, 
and writing paper. 
At school we had Junior Red Cross, but I never 
connected it with war until they made me treasurer and 
I had to collect and keep track of pennies and dimes 
which the teacher sent to St John's to buy bandages and 
medicine. Then, too, there was the sudden appearance 
of warships printed on boxes of Kellogg's Corn Flakes 
and Nabisco Shredded Wheat. They came with dotted 
cutout lines and tabs so you could scissor them out and 
assemble little battleships and such. The ships were nice 
- but they wouldn't float. They turned soggy and sank. 
A kitchen table navy, and boring at that. 
Until, that is , one Sunday morning. Gander Bay woke 
to its loudest noise ever, louder than Uncle Harold's 
sawmill in full career, louder even than the muzzle-
loaders of New Year's Eve. What we heard was the 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 25 
ear-splitting racket of a warplane flying at rooftop 
level. People ran out in their underwear. Poultry fled 
squawking for cover. Horses charged the back fences 
and took to the woods. 
As the plane banked to come back, we saw a low-
wing fighter with circular RCAF markings and two 
goggled pilots in its twin cockpit grinning down at us. 
The plane was buttercup yellow, a beautiful apparition 
against the cobalt blue sky. Then and there I decided 
to be a fighter pilot if the war lasted long enough. The 
warplane disappeared over the southern horizon toward 
Gander Airport, about 50 km away. 
Dad, still in his underclothing, was already flipping 
through his Home Guard aircraft handbook. "Harvard 
Trainer," he said. "On a practice strafing run, no doubt." 
He read out some specs. Though smaller and slower 
than the sleek British Spitfire, the plane could reach 
speeds of around 550 km/h and operate off shorter 
runways. It was peculiarly noisy for so small a plane 
because at full throttle the tips of its two-metre-long 
propeller attained supersonic speed, producing a glass-
rattling sonic boom below. 
Pilot and trainee were well aware of this, he said 
angrily. Rounding up the horses would take days, he 
muttered. "If those young bucks do that again," he 
vowed, "I'll sling a rock at 'em!" I doubt he did, but with 
his powerful arm he might well have hit the plane, even 
brought it down. There was no such crash. But it was 
exciting to think about. 
Immediately I tried to draw the Harvard from 
memory. It was the next best thing to seeing it. Lovingly 
I crayoned it yellow. All except the shining blur of the 
propeller, which I tinted blue, the way comic artists in 
the Family Herald & Weekly Star rendered fast-moving 
objects. It was my first real artwork. And that winter I 
made a Harvard snow sculpture. I was like those South 
Pacific cargo cultists who build replicas of high-flying 
aircraft to entice the god-like creatures to land. Later 
my pals and I made hand-held models that we flew in 
furious school-ground dogfights at recess time. 
It was a sky war after that. Two other warplanes 
confirmed that notion. One was earthbound, the other 
aloft. The earthbound one was a Hawker Hurricane 
fighter that belly-landed one winter near Third Pond 
on the river. Its quick-thinking pilot, who escaped 
unharmed, managed to steer it into a bog, which 
cushioned the impact enough to preserve the wings 
and upper fuselage almost intact. The engine was 
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unsalvageable, but the RCAF 
decided to save the rest. 
They hired Dad's next-
younger brother Harold, the 
mechanical one. The two 
decided to go halves on it. 
They'd bring the wings and 
fuselage downriver in two 
separate trips on two canoes 
lashed side-to-side with 
poles. These were no flimsy 
canvas-and-cedar craft, but 
The plane 
was buttercup 
yellow, a 
beautiful 
apparition 
against the 
cobalt blue sky. 
home-built seven-metre river freighter canoes made 
from local juniper and fir. 
The lower Gander River in summer is wide and 
shallow, studded with big grey boulders wearing 
multi-coloured graffiti got from scraping painted wood. 
But in spring the river runs deep and swift, which 
makes the channels harder to read. The brothers 
figured they'd manage. 
As expected, the tall fuselage gave them the most 
trouble. Harold, steering the outboard from one canoe, 
couldn't see the channels. Dad tried yelling directions 
from up forward but soon thought better of it. Standing 
in the glassless cockpit and using hand signals worked 
much better. 
Two days later they'd brought the Hurricane's fuselage 
and wings safely to salt water. Here it was hoisted 
aboard the coastal steamer SS Glencoe on her next visit 
and delivered to the RCAF For this piece of work Dad 
and Uncle Harold split $300, a lot in those days. 
The other plane was airborne and very much alive. 
One day I was trouting off Point Head wharf when a far-
off hum caught my attention. It sounded from the north, 
toward Change Islands, and grew steadily louder until 
I saw a boxy grey plane whose hull dangled from two 
broad wings surmounted by two big engines. It was like 
nothing I'd ever seen. 
Growing bigger by the minute, the monster came 
skimming so low over the pewter-calm water I could see 
its reflection. When the noise got unbearable I covered 
my ears and dived through a hole in the wharf deck 
to hide among the ballast rocks. As the plane passed 
overhead the whole wharf trembled. 
Back home I burned to tell my father about the 
episode, but the wharf was out of bounds. So I left out 
that part. He said the plane was a Catalina Flying Boat 
out of Botwood, likely cruising for enemy submarines. 
The author recalls being deafened by this monster while trouting off Clarke's Head Wharf. 
I drew the Catalina too - from the book. 
There was a third warplane in my young life. It was a 
Lancaster four-engine bomber that crashed somewhere 
up beyond Gander Lake. The site was too remote for the 
RCAF to salvage anything but the bodies. But trappers 
like my father routinely traversed the Northwest Gander 
country in winter, and like their coastal counterparts 
when ships foundered, quietly assumed salvage rights. 
For years afterward Gander Bay men sported wide 
aluminum rings hack-sawed and filed from the nuts and 
tubes of oxygen tanks. Such a tank, about a metre long, 
glowed neon yellow in the rafters of our woodshed, 
awaiting use as a buoy perhaps? For years in our attic 
there was a leather billfold containing strange European 
money: German marks, Italian lira, French francs. 
That, too, was war. 
Then it was over and my two uncles came back. Uncle 
Aubrey had to; he contracted TB. I can see him now, 
sitting in his mother's rose garden wrapped in a blanket, 
sipping milk. "Blackstrap molasses, my son," he said 
when I asked why the milk was brownish. "To boost 
my blood." 
Uncle Don only suffered a crushed leg. Our school 
staged a little concert for him and others. My job was 
to recite "Whenjohnny Comes Marching Home." Dad 
helped me make a wooden sword and wrap it in a shiny 
lead tea chest lining. I was to flourish the weapon, but 
as I yanked it from my belt the lining fell off. That ended 
my acting career. 
Looking back on The War, trying to ignore what I 
ignored back then - the carnage, the squandered lives 
and broken bodies, the blighted lands and wasted 
resources (gravy for the Daddy Warbucks of this world), 
and above all the ticking nuclear egg it hatched - I'm 
left with an existential riddle. 
Though none of my immediate family went overseas, 
war nearly annihilated me and mine. Late in 1917, Brett 
Saunders, my teen-aged father-to-be, tall for his age, 
tried to enlist in the Newfoundland Regiment. He did 
so because his friend Francis Thistle, 16, had applied. 
Francis's brother Howard was over there and he sent 
home dashing photos of himself in uniform. Dad and 
Francis mailed their recruitment letters on the same day. 
Francis was accepted. Brett wasn't. He wasn't because 
his dad got wind of it, rushed to the post office, and 
got the letter back. Francis was killed in action that 
April in France. 
Had my father gone for a soldier and died, would 
I and mine have existed? No big deal - but it gives 
one pause. mr!1 
Gary L Saunders is a writer and artist originally f rom Gander 
Bay. He is represented in St john's by Red Ochre Gallery. 
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FEATURE 
The 1st St John's Boy Scout Troop: 
l st St John's reunion, Island Pond, summer 1949. 
he 1st St John's Boy Scout Troop, which flourished 
for some 75 years in the 20th century, may lay 
claim to three notable honours in the history of 
Scouting - it was the first Scout troop to be formed in 
Newfoundland; it owned the largest and most elaborate 
camping property; and it earned a world record for the 
most consecutive years of conducting summer camps. 
No less an authority than the late Tom Furlong, long 
time Scouting executive and columnist with the St 
John's Evening Telegram, supported the 1 st's claim as the 
pioneer troop and confirmed its camping record. In his 
submission on September 4, 1982, subheaded 55 and 
Counting, Furlong wrote: 
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This column asked the question: "Does the 1st 
St John's hold the world record for sustained summer 
camp?" We sent the question to The Leader, and to 
Scouting, the first in Ottawa and the second in London. 
Readers of The Leader will be pleased to read on page 
22 August-September issue that the 1 st's claim has been 
confirmed. Congratulations boys. 
* 
Evidence supporting the claim by theist St John's 
for the honour of being the first Boy Scout troop in 
Newfoundland originates with a young Scotsman, 
Gordon Elliott. Born in Glasgow, he was attracted 
to Scouting when he attended one of Lord Robert 
Baden-Powell's early camps at Callandar in Scotland, 
pa 
apparently in 1907, the year that scouting began. Coming 
to Newfoundland in 1908, he began teaching boys about 
Scouting after he enrolled as a clerical student at Queen's 
College in St John's. 
One of his first students, W J (Bill) Browne, later a 
prominent lawyer, judge and federal cabinet minister, 
told about this experience in his 1981 autobiography, 
fighty-Four Years a Newfoundlander: 
It was in the fall of 1908 that some school friends of 
mine and myself from the West End - I can remember 
Nix Duchemin, John McGettigan (now Monsignor), 
Gerald Byrne, Jack Sheehan and a few others - met with 
J\1r (now Reverend) Gordon Elliott, a clerical student 
at Queen's College, who had just come out here from 
England and who wanted to teach boys how to become 
Boy Scouts. He had rented a room at Plymouth Row, 
and there Reverend Elliott used to show eight or ten of 
us how to tie knots and to do various forms of exercises. 
In this bare room where the light came from a lantern 
he also taught us some games. We had no unif arms and 
no equipment but we used broom handles for staves. 
We went there once a week during the winter and had a 
wonderful time. Some of us also subscribed to the Scout 
magazine and learned more about Scouting. My father, 
being a fisherman and seaman, knew all the knots that I 
was being taught and more besides. Our group was the 
first class of Boy Scouts in Newfoundland. 
The troop held summer camps in the Goulds for the 
next three years. 
Identifying himself only as AB P Scout, the writer of 
a letter to the Evening Telegram June 21, 1935, when 
Baden-Powell was visiting Newfoundland, described a 
meeting in July or August 1910 at which: 
Mr Elliott started what is believed to be the first troop 
of Boy Scouts in Newfoundland. It was advertised and a 
report of the meeting with I believe the total number of 
boys enrolled published the next or a day or two later. 
The meeting was held in the British Hall, was packed 
\Vith boys all anxious to join and between two and three 
hundred were registered. Mr Elliott being assisted in 
the registering by Mr L C Murphy Many of the boys 
were members of the different "Boys' Brigades" so it was 
announced that boys who were members of the brigades 
would not be accepted if it would interfere with their 
brigade work. 
Through this only one troop of four patrols was farmed 
and Mr L C Murphy appointed Troop Leader. Several 
further meetings were 
held in the British 
Hall and then a room 
was secured at what 
is now Duckworth St 
East where parades 
were held one night 
each week until the 
followingJune or 
July, when they were 
postponed until a 
later date but never 
resumed. During this 
short time the boys 
had all qualified as 
second class scouts ... 
Troop members 
identified in the 
letter included: L 
C Murphy, Troop 
Leader, Patrol (No 
1); Patrol Leader: R 
C Rose, Scouts AW 
Loveys, G Delahunty, 
W H Rose, H 
Crocker; Patrol (No 
2): Patrol Leader: Nix 
Duchemin, Scouts 
Bert Channing, 
Max Channing, W J 
Browne; Patrol (No 
3): Patrol Leader: 
Rev Gordon Elliott as a young man. 
Jack Canning, speaking at new Island 
Pond cabin, August 1 965. 
George Langmead, Scout H Luscombe; Patrol (No 4): 
Patrol Leader: William McGinn, identified as the first 
Newfoundland Scout to risk his life to rescue a person 
from drowning. 
Elliott was living in retirement in Twillingate when he 
wrote to me Feb 23, 1966, in response to a phone call 
and letter I had sent to him seeking information about 
that first Scout troop. As a former troop member then 
serving on its group committee, I planned to produce a 
brochure celebrating its past achievements, but my move 
to a new job in Ottawa cancelled the project. 
Referring to the Baden-Powell camp he attended, he 
said, "During conversation with B-P the question came 
up about starting Scouts in Newfoundland. He gave 
me a warrant to do so and a Scoutmaster's badge, etc. 
I returned to Newfoundland and what happened there 
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is very ably described in the letter. I got hold of L 
C Murphy who was then a reporter on the staff of 
the [Evening} Telegran1. As stated the room \Vas in 
Duckworth St East (very East) in a rather tumbly 
down room in a house in then called "Maggoty Cove". 
We paid 50¢ a meeting. This vvas met by each boy at 
each meeting [bringing] 5¢. Surplus to the rent went 
into a fund from which kit was to be bought. The cost 
of this equipment makes rather interesting reading: 
hats 50¢, knickers 50¢, belt 36¢, bill can 25¢, 
drinking cup 22¢, haversack 36¢. 
"It was of course the first troop of Boy Scouts on 
this side of the Atlantic. I wish I had been able to 
carry on with it but the difficulty at that time to get 
adult help for something so very new added to greater 
demands upon myself in other ways. I had to sever 
. " my connection. 
A question remains concerning the actual timing 
of these events, which Browne recalled as happening 
in 1908 but the Evening Telegran1 letter and Elliott 
himself later referred to as in 1910. It may be that 
Browne was mistaken, or that meetings started in 
1908 and formation of patrols took place in 1910. 
Browne commented in this regard in a letter to me 
March 13, 1966: 
I feel sure that it was in the winter of 1908-09 that 
we used to go to this place because it was in the year 
of 1909 that we went camping on Ned Howlett's farm 
in the Goulds. I remember that very well because I 
had written my first C H E exams that year. 
Elliott told me that he might be able to find the 
warrant that Baden-Powell had given him, but as I 
did not hear anything further from him, presumably 
he was unable to do so. Confirmation of the Elliott 
warrant came in a letter I received February 24, 1966 
from GA Coombs, Boy Scout headquarters in London. 
There was in fact a warrant issued to Gordon Elliott 
dated August 18, 1910, though it referred to him as "S 
M Callandar, N B," presumably meaning Scoutmaster 
at Callandar, New Brunswick, which makes no sense 
because there is no community of that name in that 
province. What seems to have been intended was that 
Callandar, Scotland was the place where the warrant 
was issued, while N B was a mistaken abbreviation 
for Newfoundland. 
Several other Scouting groups have laid claim to 
being the first in Newfoundland. The 6t1 St john's Boy 
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Front row: Bill O'Driscoll, John Palfrey, Francis "Fanny" Brennan; 2nd row: 
Nix Wadden, Bill McGettigan, Myles Doody, Terry Trainor, c 1 947. 
Lord Baden-Powell at Island Pond cabin, June 1 935. 
Scout Group published in 1960 a booklet, "Fifty Years of 
Scouting," to mark the 50th anniversary of Scouting at 
the Old Methodist College and Prince of Wales College. 
This group traced its origins to three troops organized 
by Methodist College teachers H Barry, A W M Bray, and 
H Goodman, based on a warrant issued December 19 
' 
1910. Also, Hubert Blackall headed a troop in Grand 
Falls that reportedly started in 1910 though its warrant 
was not issued until November 7, 1913. 
In a letter to me August 26, 2004, Tom Furlong 
stated: "For my money, the 1st was the first - starting 
and registering - and it began with "Billy" Browne's 
Troop." 
* 
The camping record actually reached 56 years, from 
192 7 until the troop's final camp in 1982, after which it 
was disbanded. 
Special ceremonies, organized under the enthusiastic 
leadership of group committee chairman Bill "Chuck" 
Connors, had been held in May 1966 to mark the 40th 
year of successive summer camping. New troop colours 
were presented and dedicated, portraits were unveiled 
of 16 past Scoutmasters, and special plaques were 
presented to 39 winners of annual camp competitions 
dating from 192 7 to 1965, all of whom attended. 
Scoutmasters honoured for services rendered over more 
than 50 years included W] Browne, Dr] A Walsh, J J 
O'Grady, RS Furlong, C G McGrath, Rev E D H Wills, 
Jack Canning, Paul Thorburn, (Father) Fred Cahill, 
Mike Howley, Terry Trainor, john Doyle, Gus Foley, 
Francis Brennan, Basil McGettigan, and John Kavanagh. 
Later Scoutmasters and Cubmasters included Keith 
Bailey, Joe Lake, Alex McKenzie, Bill Meades, Dennis 
Meaney, Gordon Neary, Todd Noseworthy, Bob O'Dea, 
Robert Thompson, and Derm Whelan. 
The 1st St John's Boy Scout Troop had survived early 
growing pains during the First World War and its 
aftermath to attain remarkable stability and success. Its 
glory days began when jack Canning, an outstanding 
athlete and inspiring advocate of outdoors activities for 
boys, took over leadership of the troop in 1926. 
Under Canning's leadership, the l sr St john's held 
summer camps near Middle Cove until 1930, when they 
relocated to One Island Pond, south of the Indian Meal 
Line three miles west of Torbay The site, revered by 
generations of Scouts as Trails End, occupied some 30 
acres of pristine forest land that over the years 
was developed into an ideal park-like camping haven 
unmatched elsewhere in 
Newfoundland. 
Throughout its long 
career, the 1st St John's was 
accorded pride of place in 
the front ranks of Scout 
contingents on parade at 
public events. For decades 
beginning in the 1920s, 
the troop presented annual 
indoor sports programs, 
initially at the CLB Armoury 
and later at the St Ban's 
The 1st St John's 
Boy Scout Troop 
had survived 
early growing 
pains during the 
First World War 
and its aftermath 
to attain 
remarkable 
stability and 
Forum. Troop members success. 
participated regularly in the 
Christmas Toy Shop project, 
collecting and repairing old and discarded toys, games, 
books, and articles for distribution to underprivileged 
children, and in city-wide Scouting activities including 
Boy Scout Apple Day and Spring Smiles and Whistles 
variety shows. Cutting and making stands for Christmas 
trees for sale and delivery to city homes was an annual 
endeavour to raise funds for troop summer camps. 
Senior scouts enrolled in the 1st St john's Rover crew, 
such as Bill Thorburn, Ank Murphy, Fred Lukins, and 
Gerry Angel, played leading roles in the development 
of other Scout troops in the capital. Paul Thorburn 
served for many years as Boy Scout Commissioner in 
Corner Brook. 
When Lord Baden-Powell toured Scouting centres 
in Newfoundland in 1935, he visited Island Pond 
and planted two apple trees on the site. A cabin built 
there in the 1930s was replaced by a more substantial 
building in 19 51, and extensive improvements were 
made to the playing field and other facilities after 
spirited fund-raising and receipt of a government grant. 
Regrettably, after the troop was disbanded in 1982, 
court action to resolve a bitter dispute between former 
group committee members and the provincial scout 
council over disposition of the property awarded 
ownership to the council , which sold it to real estate 
developers for a reported $180, 000. Proceeds were 
placed into a trust intended mainly for improvements 
to Camp Nor West , the provincial campsite at 
Nor West Pond, near Terra Nova National Park. el 
Nix Wadden, a farmer journalist, lives in Ottawa. His most recent 
book is Yesterday's News (DRC Publishing, 2008). 
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ESSAY 
BY MICHELLE PORTER 
YOU SEE, I AM TRYING TO WRITE ABOUT RECYCLERS. THE PENCIL IS SHARP, THE 
NOTES ARRANGED, THE CHILDREN AT SCHOOL, AND I AM SITTING AT THE KITCHEN 
TABLE, ACUTELY CONSCIOUS OF THE MIDMORNING LIGHT THAT IS PEERING OVER 
MY SHOULDER. 
his is a good house. The day we moved in, we 
walked from room to room to room and back 
again, learning how the light would spill from 
this window, memorizing the curve of that staircase. We 
were afraid to speak our relief, our stinging joy, as if our 
good fortune threatened to collapse, as if it could, from 
the shock of one reckless, unworried word, shift from 
its foundations and slip, stone by stone, into the sea. 
I am trying to write about the men who work in our 
city streets, pushing rusty shopping carts filled with 
bottles and cans. Yet, the pencil moves on its own and 
it is writing instead about my father, a tall, skinny, 
blue-eyed man with orange hair. A man I haven't seen 
in 15 years. I don't know why he is inserting himself 
into this story. 
It is better to erase father and begin again. 
Still I can't force my pencil to write the men 
\ 
who have told me their stories in their homes and 
apartments, on city sidewalks and inside bottle depots. 
The word 'father' won't be erased. Its trace remains. I 
will purchase a better eraser tomorrow. 
Let me brew a cup of tea and begin again. 
This house is solid, certain. Oh, the roof leaked, yes 
it did. But we called a roof er; and after four months 
of phone calls and promises and worry - how much 
water waited behind the wall, in the space between the 
roof and the ceiling? - he ripped off the old tiles and 
replaced them with new. 
I sit down, warm tea mug in hand, and stare at 
the paper. 
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Why did I want to interview these men few 
academics take any interest in? Why did their lives and 
stories attract me? It takes a moment, but the answer 
comes. I curse writing for betraying me. I drop my 
pencil on the paper. I go to bring my daughter home. 
* 
There are so many people at the grocery store on 
Merrymeeting Road. 
When I arrive, holding the mittened hand of my 
four-year-old, there isn't a single shopping cart that isn't 
already in use. We have to dash back into the salt, the 
slush, and the cold to snatch the only unclaimed buggy 
in the entire parking lot. It has just been unloaded; its 
previous user is still buckling her seatbelt. 
It's a carnival in here. You know how in the days 
before Christmas it gets busy - or what I used to call 
busy until this evening - but anyway there's lots of 
people looking for turkeys and wrapping paper, brown 
sugar and cloves and all that. The thing is, they're 
grumpy, most of them. They're frowning, and they are 
tense, and they aim their carts like weapons. Today, 
none of that. At every single check-out, the line of 
people blocks the aisle and no one can get through. 
Now, the faces I see are open, amazed. In front of me, 
a little, white-haired woman takes off her coat and she 
rolls the checkered flannel sleeves above her elbows. 
We will be waiting for a while. "We're going to get a 
storm," she says. She says it like there wasn't a storm 
two days ago , like there aren't storms all the time 
in Newfoundland. 
I open a juice box for my daughter and let her drink. 
The young man in the line next to mine murmurs to 
the woman he is with. I hear the odd word: 'storm' and 
'shut-down' and 'bad'. When my turn comes, I put my 
emergency rations on the counter. They'll have to last 
until Sunday 
"I've never seen so many people here," I say 
"Been like this all day," the cashier says, and her hands 
pause for a moment as she looks over all the quiet 
people in all the crowded aisles. A storm is coming. It 
could rewrite the entire city It could change everything. 
So many taxis in front of the grocery store, but 
each one is someone else's. I rifle through our 
groceries. As I rip open a bag of chocolate chips and 
pour a few into my daughter's chubby palm, I am not 
thinking about writing or about the weather, I am 
thinking about the roof. 
One day, I will write an entire book about the 
pleasures of a roof that does not leak. The roof in our 
new house didn't leak very much before it was fixed, 
and only occasionally - only during those storms when 
the rain beats the house as if in a fury I worried, though. 
I worried about the growing bruise on my bedroom 
ceiling. The paint puckered and tiny pieces of plaster, 
like sand, fell to the floor. Now, the snow can turn to 
rain, the rain can hammer our walls, and we will still be 
untouched, dry 
The taxi driver is the first unhappy person I have seen 
this evening. I put the booster seat in the back while 
he shoves the groceries in the trunk. "No reason they 
can't all shop tomorrow. Nothing but a bit of snow," he 
grumbles. Or something like it; he is muttering and I am 
helping my daughter with her seatbelt, fumbling in the 
shadows in the back of the car. As we drive off, a young 
man grabs the cart we have just left. 
The house we used to rent. Lord, that roof ran like a 
river when it rained. I used to lay awake half the night, 
listening to the dripping in this bowl, the splattering 
in that pot, wondering about the new leaks that were 
forming in the darkness, the pools of brown water I 
would find in the morning light. I phoned the landlord. 
He said, "That's the way all the houses here are." He 
said, "Everybody's roof leaks." 
* 
A grocery cart is wider than it looks. It is a gaping 
steel cage. Rust spots devour the metal frame nearest the 
ground, but the rest is shiny silver. The wheels are small 
and they are made of stiff plastic. 
Shopping carts are 
not designed for cross 
country treks. Even 
pushing the cart across 
a parking lot to the 
trunk of a car is more 
provocation than a 
cart can comfortably 
endure. As it jolts from 
pebble to crack and 
crack to pebble, the cart 
transmits vibrations 
through the handle to 
the flesh of the hand 
"WE'RE GOING TO 
GET A STORM," SHE 
SAYS. SHE SAYS IT 
LIKE THERE WASN'T 
A STORM TWO DAYS 
AGO, LIKE THERE 
AREN'T STORMS 
ALL THE TIME IN 
NEWFOUNDLAND. 
and the bone in the elbow. The cart disputes every 
half-metre it travels away from the smooth floors of its 
store. When the car drives away, it finds itself discarded 
once more. 
The buggy that is the sole tool of the professional 
recycler has almost no silver; it is made of rust. It has 
hardened. Its memories of the floors of a grocery store 
are faint, like a dream. It is almost never emptied. It no 
longer waits in patient lines to take another spin around 
the bananas and the beef. It is hidden in backyards, in 
entryways, and even occasionally brought into the house 
for the night like a stray cat. It groans under the weight 
of beer and wine bottles. It submits to sidesaddles filled 
with plastic bottles and aluminum cans. It is indifferent 
to rocks. It resists curbs. The recycler's buggy is a pack 
mule and its haunches quiver as it presses up and down 
the hills of St john's in snow, in ice, in rain and sun, 
from Water Street to Elizabeth Avenue and how far 
beyond I do not know. 
There were plans to manufacture a better buggy 
Lighter, more aerodynamic, big rubber wheels. A guy in 
Vancouver did just that, for the men called binners, who 
pick recyclables from the large garbage bins outside of 
stores and restaurants. But the binners in Vancouver and 
the recyclers in Stjohn's didn't want them. The buggy 
is inconspicuous. Nobody else wants it - who would 
steal your old grocery cart? You can leave it out all night 
and it will probably still be there in the morning. And, 
in St john's, the new vehicle wouldn't be much use in 
icy, slushy winter weather. The buggy borrowed from 
grocery store parking lots, it turns out, is perfect. 
* 
The first St john's professional recycler I met knocked 
on the door of the house we had recently rented. I 
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opened the door to a balding, skinny, shirtless man, 
whose eyes moved from my face , to the apartment, to 
the street, to the ground, and back. He spoke rapidly 
in excited bursts that I could not fallow. His pants were 
dirty and his thinning hair was unwashed. It was the 
buggy behind him, half full of bottles, that made me 
understand. 
"Yes," I said when his flow of words stopped. "I have 
a few. " 
I returned with the bottles and he seemed to be 
asking a question. I heard the name of the woman who 
had lived in the house before us. 
"She moved," I said. "She bought a house in 
Georgetown." 
I began to follow the rhythm of his words. "Oh yes. 
Oh yes. I remember," he said, and he asked me a few 
polite questions, which I had to ask him to repeat. 
I don't recall what he asked; this was a long time 
ago now. 
I wanted to talk with him, but I could think of 
nothing to say except, "You must be strong to push 
that buggy so far. " He went away with a smile, the sun 
shining on his scrawny back. 
I watched him go. A woman on the street greeted 
him by name. A man stopped to ask how are you 
doing anyway? 
It was months before he stopped asking for the 
woman who had lived in the house before, until the 
day he did not ask but said that he was now collecting 
from her new home, not far away This pleased him 
because this woman and her family drank a good deal 
more than mine and had many more bottles to off er. 
I was over at this woman's house some time after, 
drinking wine, and I asked about the recycler. She 
smiled broadly and shook her head. "You gotta wonder 
how much he understands. Anyway, he's part of the 
neighbourhood," she said. 
In the months to come almost everyone I talked to 
who saved bottles for their local recycler said the same 
thing. People often asked if I had talked to this recycler 
or that one, identifying the men through physical 
descriptions, the areas in which they collected bottles, 
or their names. 
The thing is, St John's has a recycling program. We 
could all just leave our plastic bottles and cans on the 
curb once every two weeks and be done with it. Our 
glass bottles we could take in and collect the money 
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ourselves. But we don't. We put them under the 
kitchen sink and wait for our recycler to come. 
It turns out my recycler lives around the corner and 
when this project pushes me to knock on his door, he 
invites me in. 
There is a moment when I am almost overcome. 
The dankness, the smell. I want to turn around. 
I don't want to face this. But I make myself do it. 
I enter his world. 
* 
Writing has sprung a leak. The leak is large and even 
though I bought expensive, thick paper, whenever I 
try to write about recyclers, plip plop, drip, drop , my 
father gets in through some gap I can't plug. 
See, the house I grew up in wasn't built right. I'm 
not talking about the physical structure here , not now, 
because I didn't have a home; I grew up in a series of 
temporary hideouts, so many I quit counting at 15 and 
never mind the ones after I left my family and moved 
from this room to that room, working at whatever 
jobs I could find while I finished high school. No, I'm 
talking here about the figurative house. The home of 
our first emotional attachments, the home that nurtures 
our first dreams, however mean the structure in which 
they reside. That home had no foundation. There were 
just a few planks thrown down to cover the dirt hole 
beneath. The roof kept out most of the sun, but not the 
rain, and not the relentless storms; against those, there 
was no barrier. I ripped out the place inside of me that 
was home. I set fire to it and I walked away When I 
looked back there was nothing but charred walls, a 
smoking hole in the ground, ashes sifting in the breeze. 
I refused to become a pillar of salt. 
I have a new home now. I installed big windows 
because I worship sunshine. The roof is sound. In 
the garden wildflowers grow; their brave and hardy 
displays of colour are private , personal festivals. I put 
a writing desk in front of the window overlooking the 
lilac bush. I thought I would write there. 
Until now, as I try to write this piece and my father 
falls through and I suddenly understand: the writer 
never left that house. She is there, waiting for who 
knows what. Oh, I have convinced her to visit from 
time to time when I needed something of her, but she 
does not stay the night. She slips out a window when I 
am not looking. She returns to the place I refuse to go. 
* 
It is something that I no longer search the face of 
every homeless man I see, every beggar or bum. For 
a number of years my father fell out of the world and 
lived among this tribe of men and, knowing that, I 
searched everywhere for him. 
I didn't believe I could help him, nor did I believe 
that he would do me any harm. I searched faces 
because I wanted to see him before he saw me, 
because I did not know what I would say to him if our 
eyes met, because I planned to walk the other way I 
continued to search faces for years, after I had moved 
far away, after I had heard he had left the psychiatric 
ward and was able to hold down a job. 
It has been so long now since I searched a man's 
face looking for my father's likeness that I thought 
I had stopped searching. I thought I had stopped 
looking back. Instead, I find I am searching through 
the ashes and I wonder if I might find something 
worth salvaging. 
* 
In my house at my desk I look through the window 
to the bench in the backyard and the trees whose 
branches reach toward a weak spring sun. I am trying 
to finish this piece, dammit. It will not be finished. But, 
what more can I do? I have already let the word 'father' 
pour in. 
I cannot sit here anymore and the dishes are dirty 
so I walk downstairs to the kitchen and fill the sink 
with warm water. The plates I collect from the table are 
coated in amber syrup and bits of pancake. My hands 
are busy in the sink and I am scanning the counter for 
stray sticky cutlery but my mind turns to the man I 
met recently 
When I crossed Prince Philip Drive on my way to 
Memorial University's Spencer Hall I saw a man sorting 
cans and bottles from an enormous plastic bag. When 
I approached him, he stopped until I explained that I 
was a student working on a project, that I wanted to 
know if he would talk to me about his work. I only 
meant to arrange an interview for later. But I stayed 
30 minutes watching him pull one thing after another 
from the dumpster as he talked about its worth, how 
he could use it, sell it, or give it away to someone who 
needed it. He could do this with a lot more stuff, he 
said, if he had space to store more things until he could 
pass things on or sell them. Terrible to throw it all 
away, bury it under the ground, when someone can use 
it or make money off it. 
Have you ever looked into a dumpster at a 
university? There are unexpected things there. A 
wooden desk. A keyboard. Five or six white experiment 
containers with electronic keypads that control the 
environment within. The man I met by the dumpster 
pulled one of the large rounded white plastic lids off 
the units and declared, "Now, that's a planter." He 
gave it to me and as I turned it over in my hands I 
saw its possibilities. I could take it home and put it in 
my backyard, plant red flowers in it. Why buy new 
planters? But I pictured myself lurching through the 
doors of the bus later that day, with the large plastic 
lid, my purse, the laptop, and four-year-old daughter 
in tow, and I put it back in the dumpster. He pointed 
to the electronic parts that could be salvaged for re-use 
or sale. He put his elbow on the edge of the dumpster, 
leaning into it like it was a comfortable, old friend. 
Another man passed then, wearing a neon orange-
and-yellow vest. He barked a few words I did not 
understand. The recycler I was talking to responded 
loudly, "It was there when I got here." The man in the 
vest stepped behind us, picked up the gigantic plastic 
bag of bottles, and dragged it over the grass, into the 
university doors and out of sight. "That was 20 dollars 
there," the recycler sputtered. He swore repeatedly 
"That was, that was 20 dollars he took out of my 
pocket. And he makes a good wage, too. That guy 
there, he'll do that any time he can get away with it." 
His growing rage makes him almost incoherent after 
that, but I pick out a few words between strings of 
profanity: he had to go, he couldn't stand for this any 
longer. I watch him berate the loss of 20 dollars and I 
watch him take away his remaining bags and bottles. 
In my chest there is a tightness and a warmth for 
which I have no other word in my vocabulary 
but love. mr!l 
Michelle Porter is a St john's-based writer and doctoral student. 
This piece is a personal reflection upon a research project she 
worked on between the spring of 2011 and the spring of 2012, 
which was funded by the Leslie Harris Centre for Regional 
Policy and Development at Memorial University, through the 
Harris Centre - MMSB Waste Management Applied Research 
Fund. The final report for this project, Recycling from the 
Margins: Informal Recycling Networks in St john's as Social 
Interactions, will be available on their website soon. 
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THE FIRST NATIONS AND THE 
ENTRY OF NEWFOUNDLAND INTO 
CONFEDERATION, 1945-1954. Part 1. 
BY PETER NEARY 
n 1934, battered by the Great Depression that 
had begun with the Wall Street crash of 1929, the 
Dominion of Newfoundland gave up elective self-
government in favour of a British-appointed Commission 
of Government. Inaugurated on 16 February 1934, it 
governed until "immediately before the expiration of the 
thirty-first day of March, 1949," when Newfoundland 
became a province of Canada. 1 
Under the Commission system there was a governor, 
who acted as chair, and six commissioners, three from 
Newfoundland and three from the United Kingdom, 
but all selected by Britain. Each commissioner 
headed a department of government, with the British 
commissioners assigned the finance and economic 
portfolios. The top public servant in each department 
had the title of "Secretary" There was also a secretary to 
the Commission as a whole, who kept the minutes of its 
meetings, etc. 
In the 1930s the Commission promoted various 
schemes of improvement in Newfoundland and 
Labrador, but the country remained mired in poor 
economic times. All this changed quickly, however, when 
WWII began in 1939. Because of its strategic location 
in an age of air and submarine warfare, Newfoundland 
prospered, and the British government soon concluded 
that constitutional change would be necessary In 
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Lester Leeland Burry ( 1898-1 977), delegate to the National Convention 
for Labrador. J R Smallwood Collection, COLL-075, Archives and 
Special Collections, Memorial University Libraries. 
On the Labrador, c 1 940s. Lester Burry Collection, NL Conference A rchives, United Church of Canada. 
preparation, the United Kingdom announced, in 
December 194 3, that at the end of the war in Europe 
it would provide Newfoundlanders with machinery 
whereby they could choose their own constitutional 
future . The people would decide but, crucially, the 
British would decide how they would decide. 
In keeping with this pledge, a National Convention 
was elected on a territorial constituency basis in 1946. 
Its purpose was "to consider and discuss among 
themselves as elected representatives of the people 
of Newfoundland the changes that have taken place 
in the financial and economic situation of the Island 
since 1934, and bearing in mind the extent to which 
the high revenues of recent years have been due to 
wartime conditions to examine the position of the 
country and to make recommendations to His Majesty's 
Government in the United Kingdom as to possible 
forms of future government to be put before the people 
at a national referendum. "2 One of the delegates elected 
to the Convention was Rev Lester Burry, who was 
returned for Labrador, which voted for the first time in a 
countrywide election. 
On 24 June 1947 a delegation from the Convention, 
which had begun meeting on 11 September 1946, 
arrived in Ottawa to explore prospects for union with 
Canada. The members of the delegation were F Gordon 
Bradley, T W H Ashbourne, Charles Ballam, Burry, P 
Wellington Crummey, and J R Smallwood. The group 
was chaired by Bradley, who, at this time, was also 
chairman of the Convention. The work of the delegation 
was wide-ranging and, inevitably, included the issue of 
how (to use the parlance of the time) the Indians and 
Eskimos of Newfoundland and Labrador would fare in 
the event of union. At a plenary session, held on 7 July 
194 7, between the delegation and representatives of the 
Government of Canada, subcommittees were formed 
to address a variety of concerns. One subcommittee 
was devoted to Indians and Eskimos and had as its 
Canadian members CW Jackson and Robert A Hoey 
of the Department of Mines and Resources, the unit 
of government responsible for Indian administration 
Qackson was Acting Deputy Minister and Hoey Director 
of Indian Affairs). 3 The subcommittee members drawn 
from Newfoundland were Ashbourne, Burry, and 
Smallwood. The purpose of the subcommittee was 
"to bring together and examine information on the 
numbers, economic conditions and general situation 
of the Indians and Eskimos of Labrador and how 
they would be provided for in the event of union. "4 
At a meeting of this group on 24 September 194 7 
the Newfoundland delegates were given copies of the 
Indian Act and other relevant information and were 
told by Jackson and Hoey that if Newfoundland became 
a province, Indians and Eskimos would be "the sole 
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responsibility of the federal government" and would be 
eligible for a variety of benefits. 5 Some of the latter were 
enumerated in a list of items included in the written 
report of the meeting. 
The Newfoundland delegation left Ottawa on 30 
September and the result of its work, from 25 June to 
29 September, was summed up in Report of meetings 
between delegates f ram the National Convention of 
Newfoundland and representatives of the Government 
of Canada [:] summary of proceedings and appendices. 
Appendix XI of Part II of this document offered 
"A preliminary statement showing the position of 
Newfoundland's Indians and Eskimos in the event of 
union. "6 This fallowed on from the discussion at the 
subcommittee meeting on 24 September and noted 
that in Canada Indians and Eskimos were "regarded 
as one race for purposes of administration"; that "[i] 
n the event of Newfoundland becoming a province of 
Canada the Indians and Eskimos of Newfoundland 
and Labrador would be the sole responsibility of the 
federal government"; and that under existing Canadian 
legislation they "would be entitled to benefits and ... 
subject to regulations," including the following: 
1. Free education, provided through day 
schools and boarding schools. Where 
boarding schools already exist subsidies 
ranging from $165.00 to $300.00 per pupil 
per year are paid. 
2. Free medical services including hospitalization. 
3. Family allowances on the same basis as 
white population and applied in the normal 
way wherever possible. 
4. Land reserves for settlements and trapping 
lines are set up, by arrangements with the 
provincial government. 
5. Free conservation projects, fishing projects, 
handicrafts and other aids are undertaken in 
their behalf. 
6. The federal government sets up trading 
posts, where there are no satisfactory 
arrangements for trading by private interests. 
This is done to help Indians eventually to buy 
and market co-operatively themselves. 
7. Indians and Eskimos are exempt from land 
tax and tax on income earned on the reserve. 
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8. An Indian is not entitled to vote, unless he 
has satisfied the conditions referred to in item 11, 
or unless he has served overseas in time of war 
in one of the services. 
9. An Indian is not allowed to use intoxicating 
liquors. 
10. Indians do not receive Old Age Pensions 
but relief for the aged is provided. 
11. The right of franchise and full citizenship, 
if the Indian in question can prove that he is 
no burden on the province or municipality 
In the event of an Indian assuming the status 
of full citizenship, he ceases to be regarded as 
an Indian and is no longer entitled to special 
benefits accorded to Indians. 
Attached to Appendix XI were supplementary 
statements detailing how family allowances were paid 
to Indians and Eskimos and how Indian and Eskimo 
children were educated. 7 Appendix XI was, of course, 
descriptive rather than contractual. The appendix and 
the other documents connected with the work of the 
subcommittee were preparatory to an agreement (i.e., 
terms of union) and did not constitute an agreement in 
themselves. 
On 6 November 194 7 a Canadian offer of possible 
terms of union with Newfoundland was submitted to 
the National Convention for consideration.8 The offer 
made no specific mention of Indians and Eskimos 
but included the following commitment: "The public 
services provided from time to time by Canada for 
the people of Canada generally will be extended to 
the people of Newfoundland."9 By the same token, 
a list of 13 services would "be taken over by Canada 
and become subject to the jurisdiction of Parliament, 
Newfoundland to be relieved of the public costs 
incurred in respect of each service" thereafter. The items 
followed, with number 13 proffering "Other public 
services similar in kind to those provided at the union 
for the people of Canada generally "10 
The National Convention began debate on the 
Canadian off er on 21 November 194 7 and on 30 
January 1948 reached the end of its proceedings. The 
outcome of the Convention was the recommendation 
that, in the referendum to follow on the constitutional 
future of the country, the electorate be offered a choice 
between "Responsible Government as it existed prior 
to 1934" and "Commission of Government." However, 
the United Kingdom government, which had kept the 
last word on the referendum ballot to itself, ruled that 
three options would be put to the voters - including 
variations on the two recommended by the Convention. 
These options were: "Commission of Government for 
a period of five years"; "Confederation with Canada"; 
and "Responsible Government as it existed in 1933." 
The British, who favoured union with Canada and were 
working behind the scenes to achieve it, justified the 
addition of the Confederation option on the democratic 
grounds that the people should have the final say on the 
offer Canada had made. The British now also ruled that 
if a majority was not achieved on the first referendum, a 
second vote would be held and a choice made between 
the options that had placed first and second in the initial 
vote. This would ensure majority support for the choice 
to be fallowed. In fact, a second vote was required, 
and was held on 22 July 1948. Confederation bested 
Responsible Government by 78,323 to 71,334 (having 
placed a poor third, Commission of Government was 
dropped after the first ballot on 3 June). Canada decided 
to proceed on the basis of this outcome and on 5 August 
1948 the Commission of Government announced the 
names of the members of a delegation that would go 
to Ottawa to negotiate final terms of union. They were 
Commissioner for justice Albert Walsh, who was named 
chairman, Bradley, Chesley Crosbie, Philip Gruchy, john 
B McEvoy, Smallwood, and Gordon Winter. Bradley and 
Smallwood, of course, had been members of the 194 7 
delegation to the Canadian capital. 
On 6 October 1948 the delegation began meeting 
in Ottawa with an eight-member Canadian cabinet 
committee chaired by justice Minister Louis St Laurent 
(he became prime minister on 15 November). 11 
The Canadian negotiators were supported by an 
interdepartmental committee, chaired by RA MacKay, 12 
which had a steering committee and five subcommittees. 
Walter E Harris, Assistant to the Secretary of State 
for External Affairs, liaised on behalf of the cabinet 
committee with the interdepartmental committee. 
In the weeks leading up to the arrival of the 
Newfoundland delegation, the pace of planning for 
the forthcoming negotiations picked up in Ottawa 
across the entire structure of government. Within 
the Department of Mines and Resources, R K Odell 
chaired a committee on Newfoundland and, along with 
j G Wright, represented the department on MacKay's 
interdepartmental committee. In a memorandum dated 
8 September 1948, TR L Macinnes, Secretary, Indian 
Affairs Branch, itemized for Odell information that 
"would be required in due course from Newfoundland 
in the event of this Branch taking over services for 
Indians or Eskimos, or both."13 His memo highlights 
just how lacking Ottawa was at this stage in precise 
information about aboriginal affairs in Newfoundland. 
Citing information provided by Dr P E Moore , 
Director of Indian Health Services (who had recently 
been in Newfoundland) and other sources, Macinnes 
reported that there were "about 1,200 aborigines under 
Newfoundland jurisdiction, all in Labrador" (persons of 
Indian extraction on the Island of Newfoundland were 
throughout taken to be part of the general population). 
Of this total 300 were Indian, 600 Eskimo, and 300 
of "mixed Indian or Eskimo or white blood." Crucially 
- this would loom large in all subsequent discussion 
within the government of Canada - "the natives of 
Labrador whether Indians, Eskimos or mixed or 
white blood" were "citizens." This was "an important 
consideration" and it "might be undesirable to have any 
of these people lose any of their citizenship rights or any 
part of them by reason of confederation" - the more so 
since "the long term aim" of Canadian Indian policy was 
"full citizenship. " The Indians and Eskimos of Labrador 
already had this, and if full citizenship were carried over 
into union "no special branch or Government agencies 
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would be required" to administer their affairs. Instead -
and in Macinnes' view this was obviously the desirable 
outcome - they would receive "Family Allowances, 
Old Age Pensions and other benefits through the 
general channels." 
Further departmental consideration of Newfoundland 
fallowed in response to a request, sent across the 
government, by Assistant Deputy Minister of Justice 
Charles Stein, chairman of the legal subcommittee of the 
interdepartmental committee. This called for a review 
of how the statutes being administered by Mines and 
Resources (and every other branch of government) 
would be affected by the entry of Newfoundland into 
Confederation. Specifically, departments were asked 
whether the incorporation of Newfoundland required 
the amendment of existing statutes; whether changes, 
though not required, were desirable; and "whether 
the operation of the whole or any part of a statute in 
Newfoundland should be postponed."14 
The further investigations of Mines and Resources 
now showed that there appeared "to be no Indian 
Act, and nothing approximating an Indian Act, in 
the Statutes of Newfoundland."15 Indeed, there were 
only two Newfoundland statutes that dealt specifically 
with Indians and Eskimos: a 1916 act that prohibited 
inducement of an Indian or Eskimo to leave the country, 
and a 1920 act "which empowered the Governor in 
Council to appoint administrators for certain named 
Eskimeaux (about 50 in all) and provided that no death 
duties should be leviable on their estates." According 
to this analysis, there appeared "to be no legislation 
defining Indians or Eskimeaux or dealing specifically 
with their education, or establishing reserves, or 
providing for the descent of property or giving Indians 
or Eskimeaux any special status or privileges." These 
findings led to the following recommendation: "It would 
therefore seem that the introduction of any portion of 
the Indian Act into Newfoundland would be unwise and 
it is suggested that by proclamation under Section 3 of 
the Indian Act, effective as of the date of Union, Indians 
within the Province of Newfoundland be exempted 
from the oper~tion of Part I of the Indian Act; it being 
understood that Part II (Indian Advancement) will not 
be made applicable to any such Indians, and that Part 
III (Soldier Settlement) is in fact no longer to be used. If 
considered more apt, an alternative procedure would be 
to provide [in] any pertinent statute taking effect as of 
40 VOLUME l 05 NUMBER 2 20 l 2 
the date of Union, that the Indian Act should not apply 
in Newfoundland." 
Based on this reasoning, the Acting Director of Indian 
Affairs sent forward a cautionary reply on behalf of his 
unit to the request the department had received from 
Stein. The only act administered by the Branch was the 
Indian Act, which covered "almost all of the legislation 
passed by the Dominion Parliament" pursuant to its 
exclusive legislative jurisdiction under section 91: 2 4 
of the British North America Act, 1867, over "Indians, 
and Lands reserved for the Indians."16 No amendment 
would be required to apply this act to Newfoundland, 
but the recommendation of the branch was that such 
action "be postponed pending consideration of further 
information to be obtained from Newfoundland 
concerning the aboriginal population and their status." 
In making this recommendation, it was explained, 
"special consideration" had "been given to information 
received to the effect that, at the present time, all 
aborigines under Newfoundland jurisdiction, whether 
of Indian, Eskimo or mixed blood, are citizens and 
enjoy full citizenship rights, including the franchise." 
This being the case, it was "thought that before any 
definite action is taken to apply the Indian Act or other 
legislation respecting Indians to any aborigines in 
Newfoundland, consideration should be given to the 
possibility of such aborigines retaining their present 
status of citizenship and being dealt with as part of the 
general population of the new Province, subject possibly 
to some special financial grant or assistance from the 
Dominion Government." 
When, on 28 September, the Department gave 
its reply to Stein's request, the advice given by the 
Indian Affairs Branch was duly followed in relation 
to the Indian Act. No amendments were needed to 
the act to make it operational in Newfoundland and 
no amendments were "desirable from the point of 
view of policy"17 At the same time, however, it was 
recommended "that the operation of the whole of this 
statute be postponed,'' pending discussions with the 
Newfoundland delegation about alternative approaches. 
The Department now also pointed out that, to take 
account of the voting rights and legal status of Indians 
and Eskimos in Newfoundland, Section 14, subsection 
(2) CD of The Dominion Elections Act, 1938 and four 
sections of the Criminal Code would have to made 
inoperative in the new province. 18 
The Indian Affairs Branch found support for its general 
approach when Major D M Mackay, Acting Director 
of Indian Affairs, met on 7 October with KJ Carter, 
Secretary of the Newfoundland Department of Natural 
Resources. 19 It came out in this conversation that only 
one Indian community in Newfoundland - about 100 
people in Okak Bay, Labrador - was "under any special 
governmental supervision as a racial group." In their case 
"relief and other assistance" was being provided through 
a post (Northern Labrador trading operations) run by the 
Department of Natural Resources at Nutak. Otherwise, 
Indians in Newfoundland were "treated as part of the 
general population." They enjoyed "citizenship status, 
including the franchise," Carter ventured, and it would 
be "a retrograde step" to diminish their citizenship 
rights. Accordingly, they "should be allowed to remain as 
citizens of Newfoundland, exempt from the Indian Act, 
but subject, however, to the payment to Newfoundland 
by the Dominion of a grant or subsidy to cover any 
special services required for them~ also that their 
affairs should continue to be administered locally by 
the government of the new province." This approach, 
of course, meshed with established thinking in the 
Indian Affairs Branch and was welcomed there with the 
provision that any "grant or subsidy" issued by Ottawa 
would have to be subject to periodic review, should 
perhaps only apply to Labrador, and might ultimately 
disappear as Indians currently needing "special 
assistance" became "fully self-supporting members of the 
community." This outcome was exemplified on the island 
of Newfoundland itself, where Mi'kmaq, who had come 
from the Maritimes, were "not regarded as Indians in any 
special sense," and were "completely merged with the 
rest of the community." If the Indians of Newfoundland 
and Labrador, it was now posited, were "to remain as 
ordinary citizens in the new province," the Indian Act 
would presumably have to be amended "to exempt them 
from its application." 
Against this backdrop of discussion and analysis, 
H L Keenleyside, Deputy Minister of Mines and 
Resources, responded favourably on 25 November to 
draft terms of union sent to him for consideration by 
Defence Minister Brooke Claxton, Vice-Chairman of 
the Cabinet Committee on Newfoundland. Noting that 
the draft agreement made "no special reference to the 
responsibilities of the Dominion and Province with 
re la ti on to Indians and Eskimo," Keenleyside went 
on to spell out his "understanding" that arrangements 
would likely follow whereby the province would retain 
administrative responsibility for them but that Ottawa 
would provide "a grant or subsidy to cover the cost 
of any special services" they might require. 20 All this, 
Keenleyside presumed, would be dealt with when the 
Dominion Acts were proclaimed in Newfoundland. 
The signing of the Terms of Union, which remained 
silent on Section 91: 2 4 and the Indian Act, followed on 
11 December 1948. The Commission of Government 
approved the Terms of Union on 26 January 1949 
and by an act that received assent on 18 February 
1949 the Parliament of Canada did the same.21 
Subsequently, Parliament passed the Statute Law 
Amendment (Newfoundland) Act, which made the 
alterations to the laws administered by Ottawa required 
to fit Newfoundland into Confederation. 22 Finally, at 
the request of Canada, the Parliament of the United 
Kingdom passed the British North America Act, 1949, 
so as to give effect to the union according to the terms 
agreed upon between the two parties.23 This legislation 
was given assent on 23 March and Newfoundland 
became a province of Canada on 31 March. The next 
day, Smallwood, who had led the political fight for 
Confederation and been a central figure in both the 
194 7 and 1948 delegations to Ottawa, was sworn in as 
premier. One chapter relating to Newfoundland's First 
Nations and Confederation had ended and another 
had begun.~ 
(The second part of this article will appear in NQ 105.3.) 
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he Government of Newfoundland and Labrador 
is proposing to meet the expected future demand 
for electricity on the Island of Newfoundland by 
constructing a new hydroelectric dam at Muskrat Falls 
in Labrador and transmission facilities to the Avalon, 
at a cost currently estimated at $6.2 billion. But what if 
there was a much less expensive alternative to provide 
this energy? This article questions why the government 
of Newfoundland and Labrador is not exploring the 
potential of utilizing natural gas from the Grand Banks to 
provide electrical power to the Island of Newfoundland. 
In a public presentation given by this author in March 
2012, 1 the following points were made: 
· The main challenges facing the province's 
electrical system are the replacement of the 
Holyrood thermal generating station and the 
need to keep pace with the Islands slow demand 
growth. 
· There are sufficient gas supplies offshore to 
generate all the electricity we need on the Island 
of Newfoundland. There are many reasons why 
it would be beneficial to the offshore operators 
over the next decade to have a natural gas 
marketplace: improved oil recovery, longer 
development life, additional revenue streams, 
etc. In fact, expectations are that there will be 
so much natural gas that the operators will have 
difficulty pumping it back into storage reservoirs. 
· The technology to land gas onshore is 
commonplace around the world and the 
natural environment of the Grand Banks (such 
as icebergs) is not a deterrent to landing gas 
onshore here. 
· The technology for transforming natural gas 
into electricity is both widely used and scalable 
- that is, generating stations can easily grow to 
meet increasing demands for electricity. 
· The Crown has all the authority it needs 
to negotiate (and, if need be, compel) the 
petroleum producers to land natural gas onshore. 
· The better use for Muskrat Falls is to replace 
oil-fired and coal-fired generating stations in the 
North American marketplace when and if that 
marketplace can bear the actual development costs. 
In Nova Scotia, the private energy company Encana 
has just built an offshore natural gas platform, drilled and 
completed all production wells, constructed a 175-km, 
22-inch subsea pipeline, and has begun selling its natural 
gas to a Liquid Natural Gas facility in New Brunswick 
- all for a grand total of$ 700 million. 2 This Scotian 
shelf project was privately funded, has a gas carrying 
capacity many times greater than what we would need in 
Newfoundland if it were being built to satisfy our local 
electrical needs, and the entire development is based on 
a gas field that is much smaller than what is available at 
Hibernia and about one-quarter the size of what lies idle 
at White Rose. 
The Government of Newfoundland and Labrador has 
stated that using offshore natural gas for domestic power 
requirements is uneconomical and can't be justified on 
the basis of our modest electricity requirements, so it is a 
waste of time to speculate on the timing of Grand Banks 
natural gas commercialization. And, by extension, that 
it is best to assume that our offshore oil operators will 
for decades to come do nothing commercial with the 
natural gas under their platforms, even as the oil play 
matures and associated gas volumes become excessive 
and problematic. Another view is that oil producers in 
Newfoundland simply do not "want" to commercially 
develop natural gas resources, thus Newfoundland 
officials would have to try and force them to do so at 
our peril, as it might jeopardize future oil exploration 
and development plans. Is it possible that using Grand 
Banks gas for Island energy needs will indefinitely be too 
complex, expensive, and potentially damaging or risky to 
oil production operations, profits, and planning? 
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It is more likely that the only danger in having a frank 
discussion with operators about Island domestic gas use 
is that it threatens to undermine the delicate financial 
assumptions and vulnerable market claims supporting the 
current Muskrat Falls power proposal. This is why offshore 
oil operators have been given zero-to-negative incentive by 
the Government of Newfoundland and Labrador to reveal 
any details on possible gas delivery strategies. 
The argument advanced to date by the Government 
of Newfoundland and Labrador against developing the 
offshore natural gas resource has been that it is not yet 
commercially attractive for the operators to connect to the 
national marketplace for natural gas sales. However, this 
argument is disingenuous in that it does not address the 
issue at hand, which is whether it is economical for the 
Province to negotiate a purchase of, or access to, natural gas 
to power the Island of Newfoundland. Sadly, the argument 
that there is no national market has served as an excuse 
for the Crown to avoid the discussions and negotiations 
necessary for a mutually beneficial trade involving natural 
gas use on the Island. And this virtual armistice has cleared 
the way for the "Labrador-hydro-and-wires-around-
Quebec" plan to take hold as the only viable alternative for 
the Island's energy needs. 
Originally, Government's Energy Plan (2007) made 
it clear that the Lower Churchill project was to be the 
priority because it provides many wide-ranging social, 
environmental, and industrial benefits to the citizens of 
Labrador and, to a lesser extent, the people on the Island 
of Newfoundland. Thus it is a "nation building" policy, 
insensitive to market realities, that actually created the 
now-evolved Muskrat project in the first place. More 
recently, however, the project has been hailed not only as 
the lowest cost option for Island electricity needs, but as the 
only viable means which satisfy Holyrood thermal power 
replacement and future demand growth. It is doubtful 
that this new project justification can be maintained, but 
to our great loss it appears that those in charge are so far 
entrenched in this Labrador-hydro-for-the-Island plan that 
even if certain financial hardship were now revealed, some 
alternate justifications would emerge to, once again, make 
it the only viable choice for patriotic Newfoundlanders. 
Here's what we stand to lose by opting out of natural gas: 
- The public services and wise investments possible 
with the billions in savings realized by opting for a 
less expensive electricity generation method. 
- Long term, reliable, inexpensive, scalable, and 
dispatchable3 thermal power for the Island. 
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- In its native form, a new low-cost fuel source for 
industrial activities and possibly for domestic use. 
- The potential to grow into a gas exporter via 
pipeline interconnection or Liquid Natural Gas 
production. These in turn would usher in a new 
era in offshore exploration and development. 
- Extended life and productivity of oil 
developments, which would come about as a 
result of an additional revenue stream and extra 
gas handling options.4 
- The Province's opportunity to have much greater 
stake in the longer-lived natural gas play than that 
of oil. 
- An avenue through which Labrador shelf 
hydrocarbons may become monetized. 
- A miniscule environmental impact, including a 
tiny ecological footprint and low risks compared 
to most other energy sources and megaprojects. 
- And an opportunity to develop and manage the 
Churchill River hydro resources to its full extent 
and capacity in an economically optimal manner, 
at a time when markets want it and will pay for it. 
What we get by opting out of natural gas is a remote 
source of seasonal power for the Island, a huge debt 
beyond all proportion to the domestic utility service 
that it renders, a very expensive interconnection with 
Labrador that does not improve system reliability for 
either Labrador or Newfoundland, and a follow-on 
interconnect with Nova Scotia which apparently allows 
us to give them free power and compete with Quebec's 
cheaper surplus power elsewhere. 
Recently it was suggested by a Crown official that the 
case made for Grand Banks gas utilization at the previously 
mentioned Harris Centre Forum in March 2012 was 
appreciated, but flawed for a few reasons: 
- No costs for well-drilling, platform modifications, 
or ongoing operations were taken into consideration 
in the assessment. I raised this point myself during 
the presentation, stating that it was beyond the 
abilities of any one person to perform all the 
analyses required to come up with these costs. 
For instance, the White Rose/North Amethyst oil 
developments require new wells and development 
plan amendments for meeting gas storage 
challenges. Whether the gas is sold to the Island 
or not, wells have been drilled and will need to 
be drilled to handle the surplus gas. Determining 
how the costs should be divided is a complex 
task best performed by operators, Nalcor, and 
specialized consultants as part of negotiations 
and due diligence in proposing the "best" 
method of providing electricity to the Island of 
Newfoundland. 
- The White Rose FPSO would be too costly to 
operate, keep and/or replace in order to provide 
natural gas to the Island beyond 2026. However, 
the Canada-Newfoundland and Labrador 
Offshore Petroleum Board, in November 2001 , 
stated: "The Proponent describes the cost to 
modify the FPSO for gas export. These costs 
range from $ 7 5 million to $180 million ... " 
Further, the White Rose Benefits Plan actually 
goes out of its way to explain the routine 
technology, methods , and costs for converting 
the Sea Rose FPSO to a gas exporter whilst oil 
production continues. 
- The gas was freely taken and not paid for, no 
value was assigned to it, and the operators were 
paid nothing. This point can be charitably called 
a misinterpretation because the assessment 
given during the presentation made the clear 
and simple assumption that offshore producers 
would be paid the North American (Henry 
hub) market price5 for produced gas while still 
stranded at a production facility on the Grand 
Banks. Actual price would depend greatly 
on the negotiated division of the capital and 
operating costs, royalties, and general value 
trading that would naturally arise between the 
crown and a supplier. For example, the cost 
of arranging for a seasonal sale of gas would 
have to take into consideration the optional 
and complimentary seasonal reinjection costs, 
the blending of normal gas handling operations 
with gas export operations, inter- and intra-field 
gas movements that may result, new equipment 
costs, etc. Clearly, the situation does not lend 
itself well to being over-simplified. It would be 
a bad idea to speculate from afar as to just what 
the best arrangement would be and with which 
operator(s) the best arrangements may be made -
but it is quite clear that such arrangements can 
and could be made to great mutual benefit some 
time in the next decade. 
- On the last claim by the Crown that they 
have no authority with which to encourage or 
enforce oil operators to do fair business selling 
gas for isolated domestic use, recall this from 
the CNLOPB (Nov. 2001): " ... Concern was also 
expressed during the Public Hearing that White 
Rose gas might not be made available for export 
if gas transportation infrastructure was put in 
place. The Board, on its part, would expect in 
such circumstances that access to White Rose 
gas, subject to conservation considerations, 
would be realized through normal commercial 
negotiations. As discussed later, the Legislation 
does, however, provide the Board with authority 
to issue a Development Order should such a 
course of action be required." 
It could be argued that it is an abdication of 
responsibility for the Government of Newfoundland and 
Labrador and its Crown energy company not to insert 
themselves into natural gas negotiations with Grand 
Banks operators - as they did into North Amethyst Oil, 
Hibernia South Oil, and Hebron Oil developments. 
The timing for such an intervention is perfect as a new 
Gravity-Based Structure is under consideration for White 
Rose, the shared costs for which would be of huge 
mutual benefit as it would provide the ideal location 
and structural configuration for a future export pipeline. 
Market prices for oil (being high) and gas (being low) 
are not in favor of the debt-heavy, long-term hydro-
power pact, but are perfectly in step for maximizing local 
benefit from natural gas utilization. mI!l 
Dr Stephen Bruneau is a member of the Faculty of Engineering 
and Applied Science at Memorial University. 
Reference 
Canada-Newfoundland and Labrador Offshore Petroleum Board 
(CNLOPB), 2011 , (www.cnlopb.nl.ca/news/decisions.shtml). 
1 During a Harris Centre-sponsored public forum held on the St j ohn's 
Campus of Memorial University. Watch the video at www.mun .ca/ 
harriscentre/policy/memorialpresents/20 l 2b/20 l 2b. php. 
2 The Chronicle Herald , "Encana keeps Deep Panuke, at least for now", 
Feb 17, 2012. 
3 That is, available when it is needed , for example during periods of 
heavy use, like during the winter. 
4 The CNLOPB, the White Rose Partners, and Hibernia Managemen t 
are all on record saying that eventually gas exploitation and sales would 
extend the economic life of oil production by permitting additional oil 
to be recovered . (CNLOPB decision reports, 2001 ... 2011). 
5 The Henry hub is a distribution hub on the natural gas pipeline 
system in Erath, Louisiana. Due to its importance, it lends its name to 
the pricing point for natural gas futures contracts traded on the Ke\v 
York Mercantile Exchange. 
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BY KEITH COLLIER 
JUNE 
THE HOSPITAL IS BRIGHT AND THE SIGHTS 
AND SOUNDS AND SMELLS OF THE PLACE 
ARE OVERWHELMING. HIS FATHER IS LYING 
IN A BED WITH A PLASTIC MATTRESS, 
COVERED BY CLEAN WHITE SHEETS, CRISPLY 
FOLDED WITH SHARP CORNERS BY THE 
YOUNG, CHIRPY NURSING ASSISTANTS. 
THE BED IS SURROUNDED BY EQUIPMENT, 
MONITORS, AND SCREENS WITH DIGITAL 
READOUTS. THERE ARE IV LINES IN HIS 
FATHER'S ARM, OXYGEN TUBES UP HIS 
NOSE. A NURSE SEES HIM CONTEMPLATING 
THE MACHINES AND COMES OVER. HER 
NAMETAG SAYS NICKI, AND SHE TRIES TO 
EXPLAIN WHAT THEY ARE FOR, WHAT THE 
GLOWING NUMBERS MEAN, WHAT BODILY 
FUNCTION EACH MACHINE IS MONITORING 
OR REPLACING. ALEX LISTENS, FASCINATED, 
NOT UNDERSTANDING ALL OF WHAT 
SHE IS SAYING BUT LEARNING ENOUGH 
TO FOLLOW WHICH NUMBERS ARE THE 
IMPORTANT ONES, WHICH ONES MEAN THAT 
THE MAN IN THE BED IS INDEED STILL ALIVE. 
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The doctor comes in with his mother, and they talk 
to him about the accident, use terms such as comatose 
state and reduced brain activity Lost cognitive 
functioning, lost as if it is something he has simply 
forgotten on the rig, left on the drill floor at the end of 
his shift, an old pair of work gloves no longer needed. 
That evening Alex goes into his father's office and 
looks around at the books and manuals on the shelves, 
the photographs on the walls. From the office window 
he can see the lights over the city, sloping down 
towards the harbour. Parked outside is a moving truck. 
It had woken him that morning as it backed into the 
driveway next door. Alex had gotten out of bed and 
opened his blinds, watched the moving men carry in 
furniture and boxes, floor lamps and big garbage bags 
that Alex assumed were full of clothing, bedspreads 
and bath towels. He recognized the real estate agent 
from her sporadic visits over the last few weeks, but 
the blonde woman who was directing the moving men 
was new. The men moved household items across the 
lawn and up to the front door, and by the time they left 
they had worn a trail of beaten-down grass from the 
driveway to the front steps. The agent left shortly after, 
taking the 'For Sale' sign from the lawn and placing it in 
the trunk of her car. 
Now, from the dark of his father's office, he sees the 
woman through her windows, unpacking her boxes, 
putting clothing into the closet and sheets on the bed. 
She is drinking a glass of wine that she places on the 
bare dresser and Alex watches her moving through the 
curtainless windows of her bedroom. It is the first day 
of summer vacation. 
JULY 
Alex's mother has enrolled him in swimming lessons 
for the month of July. She drives him to the big 
A-shaped Aquarena at the university at ten o'clock in 
the morning. It is warm and humid inside and smells 
of chlorine and sweat, damp carpet and the stale coffee 
of the Tim Hortons in the lobby. University students 
drink coffee with their notes spread out around them, 
and young mothers wrestle with children just out of 
the kiddie pool. 
His instructor's name is Jennifer and she meets him 
poolside. She is friendly and efficient, demonstrating 
the front and back crawls for him and testing his 
endurance by forcing him to tread water. She mentions 
university classes, and although she is probably 19 or 
20 she seems much older to him, an indescribable age 
of maturity that seems impossibly distant. 
Jennifer moves easily through the water when she 
is showing him strokes, comfortable and secure. 
She climbs out of the pool when the lesson is over, 
water pouring down her legs and streaming from her 
hair, pulled back in a ponytail and jet black from the 
wetness. She tells him that despite his problems with 
breathing he is a good swimmer. 
In the shower room afterwards Alex wonders if 
Jennifer is showering in the women's change room next 
door. When he is dressed he goes out to the lobby and 
sees her poolside through the windows, in the middle 
of a lesson with another boy. His mother buys him a 
bagel for lunch at Tim Hortons, and they go across 
the road to the hospital to visit his father, the glowing 
numbers and moving luminescent lines, plastic tubes 
and bagged fluids. He has forgotten to comb his hair, 
and it sticks up awkwardly from the pool water. 
* 
Alex sits on the bleachers in the park with his friend 
Ben. Ben has stolen a bottle of beer from the fridge in 
his garage and they are splitting it between them, warm 
and frothy in the reusable coffee cup that Ben has 
poured it in. 
The girls' soccer team is practicing on the field. They 
are leaving for the national competition at the end of 
the month and they practice every day. Ben's girlfriend 
Rachel is on the team and he comes down most days 
to watch. He is the captain of the boys' soccer team 
and he shouts advice down to the players on the field. 
When practice is over Rachel comes to where they are 
sitting and talks about offensive plays with Ben. Alex 
holds the empty coffee cup and notices the sweat along 
her hairline and the muscles moving in her legs. 
When he gets home the blonde woman who has 
moved in next door is talking to his mother, sitting in 
the sun in the backyard while throwing a tennis ball for 
her dog. Her name is Jill, and she needs a dogsitter for 
two weeks of vacation in early August. Alex's mother 
says sure, he'd love to do it, he loves dogs and besides 
he has nothing else to do. 
That night Alex sees Jill pull into her driveway. He 
tracks her movement through her house by the lights 
that turn off and on. She gets to her bedroom and turns 
on the light, unaware that she can be seen, even if only 
in silhouette. She removes her clothes, seems to stand 
in front of her mirror, examine her reflection before 
putting on at-shirt and getting into bed. Alex tries hard 
to commit the shape of her to memory, to remember 
little details of the way she stood, the way she moved 
her arms while taking off her shirt or tilted her head 
so that her hair fell over her shoulders, momentarily 
naked and unguarded in what she thought was a 
private moment. When he next wakes there is no 
movement from her window and Alex is not certain if 
it has actually happened or if he has, in fact, dreamed 
her into existence. But in the morning she is there on 
her back patio, drinking coffee after letting out the dog. 
* 
It is Friday, the last day of his swimming lessons. 
Alex changes into his trunks and walks out to the pool 
deck. He slips into the pool and treads water for a 
minute, then swims a couple of laps while waiting for 
Jennifer. He is finishing his third lap when she appears 
at the side of the pool. 
Sorry I'm late, she says. That's OK, he replies, 
treading water again. 
Test day, she says. Let's see ten more laps front crawl, 
then ten back crawl. I'll be timing you. 
Alex pushes off from the side of the pool. He 
finishes the ten front crawl laps easily. After resting 
for a minute he turns onto his back. The sharply 
angled ceiling of the pool seems very far away, and 
Alex counts light fixtures so that he will know when 
the end of the pool is approaching. Jennifer is pacing 
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along the pool edge, watching him, timing him. Alex 
finishes his final lap and holds on to the edge of the 
pool again, breathing hard, and Jennifer sits down 
with her legs in the water. 
Good time, she says, your strokes are getting strong. 
How does your breathing feel? 
Good, says Alex. Much more comfortable. 
You've definitely improved, she says. OK. Tread 
water. Six minutes. Alex pushes off from the side of 
the pool. When the six minutes are up, Jennifer says 
congrats. You've passed on to the next level. 
Alex moves back to the side of the pool and holds 
on again. Will you show me the butterfly, he asks. I 
want to start learning it. 
Of course, she says, and gets up and walks to 
the end of the pool. She dives in neatly and glides 
underwater, surfacing quickly 15 feet from the pool's 
edge. She reaches up with her hands to push her hair 
back from her face, and her bathing suit has slipped 
down from the dive and Alex can see her nipple, dark 
against the pale skin of her breast. 
Jennifer adjusts her suit and swims toward him. 
Now, she says. The butterfly is a difficult stroke to 
master. It uses a lot of different muscles. 
When the lesson is over, he goes across the road to 
the hospital to visit his father. 
AUGUST 
Alex lets Jill's dog out into the backyard and goes into 
the kitchen to fill the food bowl and change the water. 
Out the window the dog is rooting at something 
in the backyard, and Alex opens the dining room 
cupboard where Jill keeps her alcohol. He selects a 
bottle of rum, three-quarters full, and carries it to the 
kitchen where he pours half of it into a water bottle. 
He refills the rum bottle with water and puts it back 
in the cupboard. From the wine rack in the basement 
Alex picks out a bottle of red wine, one he thinks is 
cheap and won't be missed. He puts the wine bottle 
and the water bottle full of rum into a shopping bag 
and goes into the backyard. He throws some toys for 
the dog to chase and lays the bag against the inside 
of the back fence, hidden behind a low shrub. He 
ties a string to the handles of the shopping bag, ties 
the other end to the top of the fence. He calls the 
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dog back inside, locks up 
Jill's house and walks to the 
hospital. It's quiet in his 
father's hospital room, the 
lines tracing their tracks 
silently, and only the hum of 
the air conditioners and the 
squeak of nurses' shoes in 
the hallway. 
* 
That night there is a party 
in a big blue house on a 
cul-de-sac off Waterford 
Bridge Road, parents gone to 
Toronto. Once it is dark Alex 
circles around to the back of 
Jill's house, pulls up the bag 
of alcohol and walks down to 
JENNIFER 
ADJUSTS HER 
SUIT AND SWIMS 
TOWARD HIM. 
NOW, SHE SAYS. 
THE BUTTERFLY 
IS A DIFFICULT 
STROKE TO 
MASTER. IT 
USES A LOT 
OF DIFFERENT 
MUSCLES. 
the party. Ben has brought more beer from his father's 
garage and as the party begins the boys play pool 
in the basement rec room and the girls dance in the 
living room upstairs. Later they begin to mix, people 
spreading out into different rooms in the darkened 
house. Ben has left Rachel alone in the kitchen, sitting 
on a stool because she has sprained her ankle in a 
soccer game, while he and Alex share the rum he has 
brought. Later Alex finds himself with Rachel in a dark 
corner of the living room with no one else around, and 
he is leaning in to kiss her and waiting for her to stop 
him. Later still he is hit hard in the face by Ben and 
amid the shouting he leaves the party and walks home 
in the dark. 
In his bedroom, Alex stands in front of the mirror 
and takes off his shirt. He can see the change since 
the summer began, the leanness of his torso, the 
improved definition in his arms. He puts his shirt 
back on and goes downstairs to his father's office. He 
sits down in his father's chair, placing his foot firmly 
on the floor to keep the room from spinning. Across 
the driveway Jill has finally hung all her curtains 
and her house is dark and silent. He closes his eyes, 
remembering how Rachel's body felt, remembering 
the split second that he saw Jennifer's breast in 
the swimming pool, and then thinking about how 
different the two things were, and he opens his eyes 
again because his head is spinning, the core samples 
on the shelf seeming to roll towards the plaque-
mounted vial of first oil hanging on the wall next 
to it. The phone is ringing somewhere in the house 
but he ignores it. 
Suddenly he is being shaken awake, his aunt 
standing over him with sunlight coming in behind 
her through the office window. 
Come on honey, she is saying. Wake up. I have 
to take you to your mother. You have to go to 
the hospital. 
He can feel the blood crusted on his face, still 
smell the shampoo smell of Rachel on his shirt. The 
leather of his father's chair squeaks as he stands, 
unsteady on his feet. He finds himself thinking about 
school, classes beginning next week. The summer 
has flown by. m!1 
Originally from Bay D'Espoir, Keith Collier now lives and 
writes in Arviat, Nunavut. 
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Longshoreman 
I'd be like Brando. So I thought. 
The romance of the working class, 
the brawn who shunts tubs 
of snow crab into transport trucks, 
letting commerce pass 
across his muscled back. 
And there I was in the guts 
of a factory freezer, 
scrawny, freezing, poorly dressed 
in cotton gloves and rain gear, 
stacking bricks of shrimp 
on pallets while my workmates 
mocked the deckhand 
who told them not to smoke, 
pretending that his Russian 
accent made a foreign land of no. 
I'd written them off 
when the biggest of the lot, 
seeing me rub my freezing hands 
together after every box, 
gave me his insulated gloves. 
Take these, he said. They're warmer. 
I quit the fallowing day 
and tried to write the screenplay 
but found the words 
too heavy to be shouldered. 
So I took a job in advertising 
hawking hair regeneration cream 
to men emasculated by their genes. 
To be honest, I was never a contender. 
- Marh Callanan 
Mark Callanan has authored three boohs of poetry, 
most recently Gift Horse (Signal Editions), which 
was shortlisted for the 2011 BM 0 Winterset Award. 
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SHAKESPEARE AT THE BINGO PERM 
PART TWO 
BY BERNI STAPLETON 
avey Crawford surveyed the chaos that had 
recently invaded The Bingo Perm Palace 
and wondered if it was too early in the day 
to spike her coffee. There was a collection of little bottles 
of Bailey's Irish Cream clinking in the bottom of her 
purse. One of the side effects of all the air travel between 
her job in Fort Mac and her home here in Raven's 
Harbour was the compulsion to buy the handy bottles of 
the sweet creamy alcohol from obliging flight attendants. 
Unlike the clerks at the Express Liquor Store, the flight 
attendants wouldn't pass any comments on the quantity 
or class of liquor that Wavey imbibed. Wavey liked to 
say that she didn't have a drinking problem - the only 
problem would be if she couldn't have a drink whenever 
she wished. And she fervently wished she could as she 
watched the madness unfold around the beauty parlour. 
The handful of retired fishermen known as the 
Wharf Parliament, who would normally be hanging 
out on the dock and debating politics, were now in 
one corner speculating on how best to turn a bank of 
dusty hair dryers into trees. They had taken it upon 
themselves to transform the neglected Palace into a 
performance space, installing risers made of old planks 
and hammering set pieces into configurations meant 
to resemble Elizabethan stalls. The row of hairdryers, 
which once encased many a perm-drenched maiden, 
was bolted to the floor and couldn't be moved. Alph 
Maven, the eldest of the elders, was trying to create a 
magic forest effect using green boughs, fairy lights, 
and duct tape. 
Celia 'Sealie' Corker was mangling an old set of 
velvet drapes in a misguided effort to turn them into 
capes. Sealie was a round, middle-aged woman who had 
famously had a nervous breakdown at the age of 23. 
Raven's Harbour, in the way of small towns everywhere, 
never forgot. Unbeknownst to anyone, including herself, 
Sea lie suffered from OCD. Hand stitching seams took 
a very long time when each stitch had to be exactly 
the same size. If she noticed any deviation at all from 
perfection she pulled everything apart and began again. 
This had now happened more than twice. 
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Vanessa Steward, who had graduated from pharmacy 
school the year before last just in time to see the town 
pharmacy close down, had agreed to do publicity (She 
had tried to get on over at the WalMart pharmacy, 
which was a few kilometers outside of town on the 
highway, but they weren't hiring.) Vanessa was trying to 
breastfeed her colicky infant while fooling with her iPad 
and muttering about the Palace having no internet. 
And Wavey's very best friend and proprietress of The 
Palace, Belinda Gushue, the director, was struggling to 
coach young Dion Cutler through his lines as Romeo. 
Dion was 15 and the only lad in Raven's Harbour who 
did not play hockey or aspire to work out West. Dion 
wanted to be a rapper and was undeterred in his hopes 
by the fact that he couldn't, well, 'rap'. He shuffled 
around in a strange series of what looked to be dance 
moves, which might have been interesting if not for the 
fact that his pants hung so low no one could see his feet. 
Wavey winced as Belinda patiently tried to guide him 
through the text. 
"Try it again, Dion," Belinda said. Dion took a deep 
breath. "But soft, what ... what ... light ... " He paused. 
Belinda gently prompted him. "'Through'," she said. 
Dion bristled. "Don't tell me! I know it. " Silence. 
Belinda tried again. "The line is, 'But soft, what light 
through yonder window breaks. "' "Stop telling me! I 
know it!" "But you're not saying it." "But soft, what. .. 
now see! You've got me all fooled up. I knew it just 
then. I was just taking my time. Why do you keep 
interrupting me?" "I'm trying to help you by telling you 
what the correct words are," she told him. Dion shook 
his head and asked, "Can't I read them off my iPhone ?" 
Belinda glanced at Wavey before replying. "Well, 
Romeo has a huge crush on Juliet, and I don't think 
he'd be looking down at his phone. He'd be looking 
up at her window, hoping to catch her attention. Don't 
you think?" Dion thought about it for a second before 
replying. "Why couldn't he just text her?" 
Inside Wavey felt a quirk of despair at this, but 
outwardly she shrugged and rolled her eyes. What 
Wavey thought and what Wavey said were of ten two 
completely different things. Unlike Belinda, whose 
heart fell out onto the floor every time she opened her 
mouth, Wavey never said what she truly felt and often 
felt compelled to express the exact opposite of what she 
meant. Why, exactly, was a mystery unto herself, but 
the consequence was that her public persona was one 
of a direct and forthright nature while inside she was a 
quaking nest of nerves. 
For example, as much as she complained about the 
two-week turnaround, which was a life cycle for those 
who worked the camps in Fort Mac, in truth she loved 
the two-week turnaround, most especially the two 
days she spent in the air going back and forth. Unlike 
everyone else who couldn't wait to get either here or 
there, Wavey loved most of all to be nowhere. The 
weeks at work in Fort Mac and the weeks at home in 
Raven's Harbour were weeks of yearning for the next 
leg, the next step that might lead to somewhere new 
(but only ever led to the same two places) . This is why 
she envied Belinda the iron chain of The Bingo Perm 
Palace , which kept her anchored to at least somewhere. 
And even though Wavey pestered Belinda to throw 
in The Palace and join the turnaround trade, she had 
inexplicably found herself organizing a dinner theatre 
production of Romeo and Juliet to help raise the funds 
so desperately needed to keep The Palace going, an 
idea inspired when she and her mother went over to 
Little Way to see A Midsummer Night's Dream served up 
with fish cakes, baked beans and bread pudding. 
Belinda came toward her, pushing grey wisps from 
out of her eyes. "I love you, Wavey," she said, "but this 
is out of control. We're supposed to be opening in two 
weeks and Romeo is asking for a teleprompter. " Wavey 
laughed. "Let him read his lines from off the phone. It'll 
be like a, what you call it, avante garde interpretation, 
or something." "Mostly anyone left in town is in the 
play," Belinda continued. "There's no one left to actually 
come and see it. " "They'll come!" said Wavey "People 
are traipsing all over creation to see Shakespeare. 
They're crawling over cliffs and twacking out to Little 
Way to watch some guy in a donkey suit. And the 
food isn't even that good." "I know," said Belinda. 
"But at least A Midsummer Night's Dream is supposed 
to be funny Why couldn't we pick a comedy?" 
Wavey reached inside her purse and pulled out two 
tiny bottles of the Bailey's. She cracked one open for 
herself and gave the other to Belinda. "Because," she 
explained, "We had to choose something that no one 
else is doing. " She drained 
her bottle and when Belinda 
made no move to open 
hers she took that one and 
drained it as well. From 
across the room they heard 
Dion emote once again. 
"But soft , what light 
through yonder window 
breaks?" he said beautifully 
"It is the East, and Juliet is 
the Sun." 
Unlike everyone 
else who couldn't 
wait to get either 
here or there, 
Wavey loved 
most of a II to be 
nowhere. 
"Wow," said Wavey "See, Elin? He's getting it. " 
Belinda frowned. "He's getting it because he's saying 
his lines to the wrong person. He's not supposed to be 
flirting with Steph. Stephanie is playing the Nurse. He's 
supposed to be gazing at Juliet. " 
They both turned to look at their Juliet, one Caris 
French of French's Bar & Grill. Caris was steadily 
making her way through a box of doughnuts she had 
brought expressly for herself because of her tendency 
toward low blood sugar. It was this same loudly touted 
tendency that led to her insistence that she couldn't be 
required to stand up for rehearsals. 
"Why does she get to be Juliet? Juliet is supposed 
to be a fresh-faced young virgin of 15 or something. 
Caris is 32." 
Wavey was getting impatient. "She donated all the 
beer for the bar. We need the bar profits." 
"Romeo is less than half her age and certainly less 
than half her size," Belinda pointed out. "No one is 
going to believe them as star-crossed lovers." 
"It's not about believing. There's that thing everyone 
says about theatre. It's the willing suspension of sanity" 
"Disbelief," Belinda corrected automatically "But why 
does Stephanie have to be the Nurse? Steph is 17. The 
Nurse is supposed to be an old bat, isn't she?" 
"Listen, Elin. Caris will be fine. She'll be more than 
fine. She'll pull on her full body Spanx and her low 
cut corset and bring it just like she did doing the 
karaoke at Vanessa's baby shower." Belinda frowned, 
remembering the unexpected yet undeniable allure 
Caris has displayed on said occasion. "Dion will be 
lucky to get a word in edgewise, supposing he manages 
to remember a few," Wavey continued. "Plus, Elin, take 
a look around. When is the last time you had so many 
people in this place? When we asked people to help 
out with the fundraiser I had no idea so many people 
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would go cracked about it. Everyone wants to be a star, 
I guess. " 
Belinda smiled nervously "I know. But no one's here 
to actually get their hair done. I thought at least I'd get 
to book a few trims or touch ups . And not only that, 
they all expect me to do their updos for opening night, 
for free. I don't want to be the director. You should be 
the director." "I'm the producer", Wavey replied. "Look, 
babe, go work with Montague and Capulet, coddle up a 
good sword fight. " 
The Wharf Parliament were all doing triple duty: 
creating the set, fashioning swords from out of 
driftwood, and taking on multiple roles each. Alph, the 
eldest elder, along with Tom Hickman, the second eldest 
elder, had been allowed to have first dibs on the choicest 
roles. Romeo's friends and foes would be played by 
their cohorts of upright grey-haired gentleman, except 
for Alph who had no hair at all. They had determined 
that most of Shakespeare's text was too long and so 
each selected the one line he liked the best, solving the 
nuisance of learning lines in any particular order: 
"Do you bite your thumb at me, Sir?" 
"Peace? Peace? I hate the word. As I hate hell, all 
Montagues and thee!" 
They now had the row of hair dryers transf armed into 
an intriguing spectacle of objects resembling meditating 
aliens. A lobster pot chandelier was being hoisted to the 
ceiling, showering flakes of ancient stucco below. 
Wavey watched Belinda chew the inside of her cheek 
and knew what she was thinking. The Bingo Perm 
Palace had had a heyday Belinda had run weekly bingo 
games for the women of Raven's Harbour who flocked 
to have their hair and nails done, to drink and gossip, 
and sometimes even win free perms. The air would 
be scented with the combined odours of the fish plant 
workers and the perm solutions, a sweeter smell than 
perfume. But the clientele had moved on and moved 
away The bank had long ago foreclosed on Belinda's 
house and she was sleeping in a back room at The 
Palace now. w Jvey wondered how her friend could wear 
the same flannel shirt week in and week out. 
Wavey patted Belinda. "It's ok, Blin. It'll be great. 
Anyway, what else would you be doing with your time 
if not for this?" Belinda looked offended, but just then 
the front door opened and Wavey's mom, the elegant 
Widow Crawford, breezed in, shaking rain droplets 
from her coat and beginning to untie a plastic hair 
covering from off her head. "Girls!" She greeted them. 
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"I've got the menu for the dinner. I tried to find out 
what people ate in Shakespeare's time. I was so excited 
about sweetmeats until I found out what they are. We 
are not serving the like of it. We'll have coconut balls 
instead. They were big on bread, so we can do bread. 
And roasted capon. That's just chicken. We should do a 
nice cold chicken with bread, like a sandwich, only we'll 
smother it in homemade pickles and cranberry sauce 
and call it a Raven's Harbour Lunch. Here, look at the 
menu. " As she spoke she lifted the plastic rain cap to 
reveal shiny waves of tightly permed silver-purple hair. 
Wavey took the handwritten menu from her 
mother, neither one of them noticing Belinda's stricken 
expression. When she spoke it was scarcely a whisper. 
"Mrs. Crawford," she said. "Your hair. " Wavey looked 
up. "Nice hair, Mom." Widow Crawford immediately 
understood the problem. "Oh, Belinda, love. I had to 
pop over to the WalMart, didn't I, and I just thought, 
while I was there ... Well, it was simply a spur of the 
moment thing, the rain, I looked like a drowned rat ... " 
Belinda touched the silver-purple hair. "From Hair 
to Etannity," was all she said. That was Wavey's clue. 
From Hair to Etannity was the in-house salon at the 
WalMart, and Belinda's archrival. Belinda asked, "But 
why wouldn't you come to me to do your perm?" Mrs. 
Crawford was at a loss for words. "Well, dear. I just ... 
Well, you know. " 
Wavey and Belinda looked at each other. Wavey 
with her sharp blonde locks and vintage leather jacket, 
Belinda with her frizzy graying what-had-once-been-
a-bob and just-plain-old flannel shirt. Wavey spoke 
without thinking and instantly regretted it. "Blin, maybe 
if you perked yourself up a bit." The words hung in the 
air and the damage was done. Belinda for the first time 
felt herself to have gone the way of the neglected Palace. 
Wavey for once was at a loss as her inside self and 
outside persona struggled to jettison responsibility for 
the hurt inflicted. 
A voice spoke up from behind. "Cool hair, Missus 
C." Stephanie and Dion stood hand in hand. "Did you 
have it done at the WalMart? Me and Dion are getting 
ours done there , too , for the show." Dion hitched up his 
pants and said to Belinda, "By the way Me and Steph are 
thinking that Romeo really is in love with the Nurse?" 
Part three in NQ 105.3. ~ 
Berni Stapleton is an actor, playwright, and artistic director of 
the Grand Bank Regional Theatre Festival. 
Markings (a cento) 
It is the same old druid Time as ever, 
letting his arms down to laugh, 
mad-eyed from stating the obvious. 
The headstones yield their names to the element, 
and some are treasured for their markings-
and the clumps of sea-grasses flow and glitter 
to the sea. 
Then the substanceless blue 
with its white squirming. 
Who stared at the child from the coloured frontispiece 
with burring furred antennae, feeling its huge path, 
always wrong to the light, so never seeing? 
Holding the phone out the one small window 
to tell him where he is 
in the next myth. 
We people on the pavement looked at him. 
All we want is a limousine and a ticket for the peep show. 
Or, wounded in a mentionable place, 
are shaped by mercenaries, 
do not move 
to receive the puzzle which never keeps coming. 
- Mary Dalton 
About "Markings": 
Let's have a riddle: how is a cento like a hooked mat? Well, just as the traditional hooked mat is created from strips of cloth cut 
from old clothes, the cento, a poetic form with its roots in ancient times, is made up of strips of words, of lines cut from their 
context in other poems. "Markings" hooks together the second lines of twenty-one poems by various authors. (The list of sources 
for this cento can be found on page 5 5). 
"Markings" is one of a collection of centos, Hooking, being released by Vehicule Press of Montreal in the spring of 2013. The book 
raises questions about contemporary Newfoundland, often in a surreal mode; its dislocations reflect some of the disruptions and 
collisions which characterize our time. 
An author whose work has been anthologized throughout Canada and in England, Ireland, and the US, Mary Dalton is soon to 
publish her fifth volume of poetry, Hooking. She is currently working on a collection of riddle poems. 
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Winterton, (oil on canvas, 31.5" x 31 .5", 20 l 2). 
this original oil painting* by 
Jean Claude Roy! 
Anyone who buys, gives or 
renews a subscription with NQ 
is eligible to win this beautiful 
landscape painting, a gift 
from Jean Claude Roy. 
Contest closes March 31, 2013. 
* See the gorgeous full-colour version on this covert 
For contest details, visit our website at 
www.newfoundlandquarterly.ca 
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"Markings," a cento by Mary Dalton, consists of the second lines of the following poems, in the order given. 
1. Isaac Rosenberg, "Break of Day in the Trenches" 
2. TS Eliot, Sweeney Among the Nightingales" 
3. Richard Wilbur, "Advice to a Prophet" 
4. Allen Tate, "Ode to the Confederate Dead" 
5. Craig Raine, "A Martian Sends a Postcard Home" 
6. Amy Lowell, "Shore Grass" 
7. A R Ammons, "Corsons Inlet" 
8. Sylvia Plath, "Ariel" 
9. Eleanor Wilner, "High Noon at Los Alamos" 
10. A M Klein, "Indian Reservation: Caughnawaga" 
11. Stephen Spender, "The Landscape near an Aerodrome" 
12. Robert Frost, "For Once, Then, Something" 
13. Jorie Graham, "The Swarm" 
14. Charles Simic, "Charon's Cosmology" 
15. Eavan Boland, "Daphne with Her Thighs in Bark" 
16. Edwin Arlington Robinson, "Richard Cory" 
17. Louis MacNeice, "Bagpipe Music" 
18. Siegfried Sassoon, "Glory of Women" 
19. Marianne Moore, "The Paper Nautilus" 
20. Ezra Pound, "Cantos, CXX" 
21. James Merrill, "Lost in Translation" 
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REVEILLE 
As we approach the 1 OOth anniversa1y of WWI, we will present a series of profiles of Neivfoundland soldiers and veterans. 
BY BERT RIGGS 
Cyril Chancey Duley (1890-1952) 
One hundred years ago, the nan1e Duley was well-
known in St john's even though there was just one family 
bearing that name. Thomas Duley (1862-1920), a 
native of Birmingham, England, had operated a very 
successful jewelJy and optician business in the city for 
more than 20 years, while his wife Tryphena (1866-
1940) was involved in charitable and social work 
rangingfrom the Ladies' Aid Society to the Women's 
Christian Temperance Union to the Young Men's Mutual 
Improvement Society. In 1914 their five children, 
Cyril, Nelson, Gladys, Margaret, and Lionel, ranging 
in age from 24 to 17, were entering or on the cusp of 
adulthood. And then war intervened, affecting the lives 
of each member of the Duley family as it did most 
Newfoundland households at that time. All three of the 
sons attempted to enlist in the Newfoundland Regiment: 
Cyril and Lionel were accepted; Nelson was rejected on 
medical grounds, an occurrence that troubled him for 
the rest of his life. Cyril survived the war and returned 
to St john's, but it was a much different place than the 
one he had left, and he was a much different person. 
Cyril Chancey Duley was born in St John's on May 23, 
1890. He received his early education at the Methodist 
College before travelling to the United States in 1907 to 
attend the Philadelphia College of Horology, studying 
optometry. Commenting on his departure, one local 
newspaper remarked upon his abilities as an engraver and 
predicted he would have "a successful career in his native 
land" once he had completed his studies. 
Upon his return Duley began working at his father's 
business at 296 Water Street. He was employed there 
when Great Britain declared war on Germany on August 
4, 1914. Perhaps it was the pressures of business or 
maybe he believed that the war would actually be over by 
Christmas, as the politicians were predicting, but, whatever 
the reason, he did not enlist in the Newfoundland 
Regiment until January 2, 1915, receiving Regimental 
number 872. Less than two months later, on February 
24, he was promoted to Sergeant. Before long he was 
on his way to Scotland where the main body of the 
Regiment was undergoing training, and he was with the 
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Regiment, as part of the 
British Mediterranean 
Expeditionary Force 
that left England on 
board the Troop Ship 
Megantic on August 20 
for Alexandria, Egypt, 
arriving there on the 3 l 5t. 
After less than two 
weeks of acclimatization, 
the Newfoundland 
Regiment left for 
Gallipoli on September 
13, landing at Suvla 
Bay amid heavy Turkish 
gunfire on the night of the l 9-20th. The Regiment 
remained at Gallipoli until January 1916, engaging the 
enemy, suffering casualties both from enemy guns and 
shells and from the horrible conditions they encountered 
in the trenches. While there, on November 19, Duley 
was named Company Quartermaster Sergeant, giving 
him responsibility for regimental supplies, including 
ammunition and food. 
He left Gallipoli, one of the last to be evacuated, and the 
eastern Mediterranean with the withdrawal of the British 
forces in January 1916, and after period of recuperation 
in Egypt, the Regiment left Alexandria on March 14 for 
Marseilles, France, arriving there eight days later. Then 
it was north by train to Port Remy, near Abbeville on the 
banks of the River Somme, in preparation for the "Big 
Push" that was expected later that spring. 
Duley missed the fighting at Beaumont Hamel on 
July 1, the first day of the Battle of the Somme. He had 
been commissioned as 2n<l Lieutenant onJune 5 and was 
assigned adjutant duties, which kept him away from the 
front line that morning. He would not come out of the 
war unscathed, however. He saw action throughout the 
summer and fall of 1916, sustaining severe injuries in 
fighting at Les Boeufs, a village northeast of the French 
town of Albert, on December 8th. Gunshot and shrapnel 
wounds to his face, chest, right hand, right knee, and 
left thigh caused him to be invalided to England, where 
he was admitted to the 3rd London General Hospital in 
Wandsworth on January 1, 1917. While some of the metal 
fragments were removed and he recovered sufficiently to 
regain mobility, the damage to his knee was such that he 
would not see active service at the Front again. 
As part of his recuperation, Duley was granted leave 
to travel to St John's in the Spring of 1917. There he 
was attached to the Home Defence Committee in May, 
and later to the Depot. With the re-assignment to 
active duty of Captain John Clift from the Regiment's 
St John's Headquarters at the CLB Armoury on August 
2, 1917, Duley was appointed Officer Commanding 
Companies, with duties that included responsibility 
for all administrative work associated with all men 
on strength with the Regiment. He also oversaw the 
enlistment and attestation of all new recruits, made sure 
that those rejected for service received the appropriate 
documentation, arranged for housing, food, and 
transport, and saw that everyone got paid. 
While these duties were usually those of a more senior 
ranked officer, more than a year would go by before 
Duley received promotion to Acting Captain, effective 
September 1, 1918. Following the end of hostilities he 
was named Assistant Adjutant and Paymaster on January 
7, 1919 and Adjutant at Depot on March 16. He was 
retired and placed on the Reserve List on April 30. In 
recognition of his war service, he was named a Member 
of the Order of the British Empire, Military Division, on 
June 16. 
Once he returned to civilian life, Duley rejoined his 
father's business. His father had been in poor health for 
some time, and his condition was no doubt exacerbated 
by the death of his youngest son, Lt Lionel Duley, at 
Keiberg Ridge on September 29, 1918, mere weeks 
before the end of the war. The elder Duley succumbed on 
January 13, 1920, leaving the business in the hands of his 
two remaining sons. 
Shortly after their father's death, Cyril and Nelson had 
the business incorporated, with Cyril becoming president 
and Nels on secretary-treasurer. They operated the 
business until Nelson's death in 1940, following which 
Cyril entered the employ of the Newfoundland Tractor 
and Equipment Company. He would not stay there long, 
however, as early in 194 2 he was appointed to the newly 
created post of Assistant Director of Civil Defence. 
With the outbreak of war in Europe on September 
1, 1939, and the German invasion and conquest of 
Norway in the spring of 1940, Great Britain and its allies 
recognized the importance of Newfoundland in the 
defence of the North Atlantic, particularly in keeping 
supply and troop transport lines open. As a result , 
the Commission of Government in Newfoundland 
announced in April 1940 the appointment of C H 
Hutchings as Director of Air Raid Precautions. Most 
of his efforts were directed towards the St John's area, 
including Bell Island, as these locations were deemed 
to be of strategic importance to the war effort. When 
Hutchings left his position on January 5, 1942, the 
office was re-organized as the office of the Director of 
Civil Defense, with increased emphasis on the defence 
of St John's, a greater focus area comprising most of the 
northeast Avalon, and the imposition of total blackout 
conditions in the area. Lt Col Leonard Outerbridge was 
named director with Duley as his second in command; 
headquarters was at Bishop Feild School. Their duties 
encompassed everything related to the defence of the 
city, including alarms, control of lighting, firefighting, 
communications, the water supply, evacuation, first aid, 
and hospitalization. 
Duley would remain in this position until the end of 
the war when he returned to Newfoundland Tractor and 
Equipment Company In 194 7 he suffered a stroke that 
left him partially incapacitated. He spent much time until 
his death on August 15, 1952 in hospital, plagued with 
complications from his war wounds. 
A founding member of the Tourist and Publicity 
Association, he had served as a director of that 
organization from 192 7 to 1931. He was President of 
the St John's Rotary Club (1930-32), and played major 
roles in establishing the Rennie's Mill swimming pool 
and the Sunshine Camp. He was also quite active at the 
Queen's Road Congregational Church, and in Whiteway 
Masonic Lodge, where he served as Worshipful Master. 
He married Florence Pitcher of St John's on November 5, 
1941; they had one daughter, Margot Iris. 
While he was in hospital in Rauen, France, in 
December 1916, Duley wrote to his friend Captain 
Hugh Anderson, who was stationed at the Regiment's 
Pay and Records Office in London. He began by 
apologizing for his bad writing, explaining that he could 
only use two fingers of his right hand because of his 
wounds. He went on to ask Anderson to send a telegram 
to his father back in St John's. He wrote, "Please say 
wounds not severe, in Hospital at present in France 
getting on fine no need to worry Love to all & Merry 
Christmas." This desire to keep his family from worrying 
about him was a trait evident in most members of the 
Newfoundland Regiment. It is no surprise that family 
was foremost in Duley's mind, even though he must 
have been suffering horribly at the time. 
He ends his letter to Anderson with a reference to his 
luck: "I had a pretty narrow squeak another 1/ 2 inch & 
one piece [of shrapnel] would have gone thru the heart 
instead of stopping between my chest bones - However, 
a miss is as good as a mile. " Prophetic words from a man 
recognized for his outstanding ability and resourcefulness, 
and one who had served his country well. mr!l 
Bert Riggs is an archivist, English teacher, and author whose most 
recent book is Grand Bank Soldier (Flanker Press, 2007) . 
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Mary Pratt, New Paintings 
and Works on Paper 
Mira Goddard Gallery, Toronto 
May 26 - June 16, 2012 
This exhibition, Mary Pratt's first 
show in Toronto in about seven 
years, included much more than 
her recent output of oils and 
watercolours of cakes and china 
and growlers. The "New" in the 
title refers to the paintings; of the 
21 works overall there are pieces 
in other media dating from the 
1980s up to 2012. This is not 
to suggest that Pratt is tapering 
off. On the contrary, there are no 
signs of her slackening, and it is 
intriguing to see how her interests 
and media engage and emerge in 
her steady creative stream. Snap 
judgments on whether a piece was 
done many years as opposed to a 
few months ago are easily proved 
wrong. Gutted Salmon Twisted on a 
Granite Shelf (oil on canvas, 2012) 
revisits a favorite subject, and its 
presentation is as fresh as, say, 
l 987's Silver Fish on Crimson Foil. 
No one paints a fish like she does, 
and this spar kl es. 
Every piece displays her evident 
eye, hand, and talent from the 
past three decades. Dressing Gown 
Series - Donna (B) (mixed media 
on paper, 1989), and Donna (A) 
( 198 7, a study towards the later 
198 7 painting, and a fully realized 
piece in itselD both have form and 
presence, the figure's muscles and 
skin animated in the light, and, 
with that lifted, titled head, a gaze 
that directly addresses the viewer. 
In Donna (C) (watercolour on 
paper, 2010), that vitality is now 
breathy and translucent but still 
incredibly vivid. 
Adept as she is with figures 
and portraits, Pratt may be 
best known for her elegant and 
sumptuous still life of foods, 
like Pear and Pomegranate 
(woodcut, 2006). Strawberry 
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Shortcake (screenprint, 1989) is 
almost Asian in its sensibility, 
shown in the colour blocks and 
shadows, with a similar bright 
aesthetic found in Mangoes on a 
Brass Plate (woodblock, 1995). 
Strawberry Classic (watercolour 
on paper, 2011) and BC Delicious 
(woodblock print, 1994) are other 
good examples. The details in the 
farmer may be a little diffused 
compared to the latter, where they 
ART 
snap crisply as the sliced apple in 
glass on foil , but there is still such 
attention with the presentation 
- the doilies, the silver spoons 
- and you can still taste the fruit 
and cream and pastry There's a 
formality, but it is not stuffy It 
evokes the pleasures of savouring, 
of enjoyment, of doing things 
right. There is beauty in all things, 
if you just look: Barbeque in the 
Summer (watercolour and pastel 
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Dressing Gown Series-( left) Donna B, mixed media. (right) Donna C, watercolour on paper, 201 0. 
on paper, 1989) is a striking 
crepuscular portrait of the 
commonplace appliance. 
And she is also deft with 
interiors, such as My Mother's 
Mirror in My Bedroom (mixed 
media on paper on canvas, 2001), 
a piece of burnished red and 
feminine accoutrements. 
As well, Pratt continues to 
expand her media and subject 
range. She sees the affinity 
between a bonfire and an iceberg, 
spark and crystal, and attunes 
them with her marks and 
her surfaces. 
Ghostlier Demarcations (mixed 
media on paper, 2010) shows a 
floating berg, the ice, water, and 
sky all in depths and graduations 
of white, pink, and blue, and all 
rendered with a lightness, as if 
the elements were rising. Broken 
Flood (oil on canvas, 2012) is fire 
rippling like the water behind it, 
on a bank of glowing, granular 
snow. 
And her mastery of the 
beautiful in the domestic is never 
far away. When Given Lemons (oil 
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r. 
on canvas, 2012) confirms Pratt's 
confidence and dexterity, and her 
ability to make familiar things 
special and lovely, with the glass 
jug of ebony and ruby refractions, 
the lemon slices floating in the 
palpably cool liquid. 
A major retrospective of Pratt's 
work is coming to The Rooms in 
spring 2013. 
(For more images of New 
Paintings, please see www. 
godardgallery. com/marypratt. 
html).~ 
-Joan Sullivan 
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MY FIGHT FOR NEWFOUNDLAND 
H)IH.O AND ANNOTAI FD In' 
EDWARD ROBERTS 
Peter Cashin: My Fight for 
Newfoundland 
Edited and Annotated by 
Edward Roberts 
Flanker Press 201 2 
$34.95 399 pages 
A charismatic and energetic 
politician, Peter Cashin had 
the ill fortune to have his 
aspirations to serve his country 
blocked by the 16-year long 
Commission of Government, 
and after Confederation to be 
overshadowed by the remarkable 
success of Joseph Smallwood. 
Cashin is primarily remembered 
now for two things: his resignation 
as finance minister in the 
Squires Government; which 
was an important turning point 
in the collapse of Responsible 
Government, and, after the 
Second World War, his role as 
the Commission of Government's 
harshest critic and the most 
effective orator in unsuccessfully 
arguing for a return to Responsible 
Government. 
There is an interesting history 
behind this manuscript. In 1976, 
just one year before he died at 
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87, Cashin published a memoir 
of his childhood and service in 
the First World War. That was a 
surprisingly intimate account of 
being a black sheep in the family 
political and business dynasty, 
but frustratingly stopped before 
his tumultuous career on the 
political stage had even begun. 
The first volume hinted that a 
second was to come, and rumours 
of the degree of completeness of 
a second volume circulated, and 
many a student of Newfoundland 
history wished he or she could 
read it. Long in the hands of 
Cashin's son Michael, it's only now 
that the historian, and longtime 
participant in the province's 
political life, Edward Roberts has 
brought the manuscript to the 
wide readership it deserves. 
Cashin's voice rings through the 
text as though we were listening 
to him. At times considered, just 
as often bombastic, his rhetoric is 
effective and certainly memorable. 
He can hardly make reference 
to the National Convention 
without the adjective "illegal," 
for example, and never hides his 
contempt for Governor Sir Gordon 
Macdonald, who "deliberately 
violated the Newfoundland law of 
February 1934" in manipulating 
Newfoundland into Confederation 
with Canada. Neither the authors 
of the "bigoted" Orange Letter, 
the British officials who wanted to 
be rid of Newfoundland, nor the 
disingenuous local collaborators 
whose uppermost concern was 
always their billfolds, are spared 
in this account. Heaven help 
me, I found it hard to not cheer 
Cashin on as he lashed out against 
hypocrisy and dishonesty with 
little thought to the repercussions 
for himself. 
There is much of interest in 
Cashin's account besides his 
broadsides. His involvement as a 
BOOK 
ship broker reveals some aspects 
of the city's business life about 
which little has been written. 
Similarly the discussion of partisan 
politics and campaigning during 
the Responsible Government 
period is a vivid window into local 
politics. 
Cashin was no sycophant, 
and his relationship with Roman 
Catholic Archbishop Edward P 
Roche was tumultuous. Cashin 
believed that Roche tried to 
destroy both his political career 
and his personal life. There is 
one example that nicely reveals 
something of the personality 
of both men. Newly appointed 
as Finance Minister in 1928, 
Cashin was told he had to make 
a courtesy call to the Archbishop 
to tell him what the government's 
plans were. Roche's secretary 
declined to make an appointment. 
Cashin reflects that, "As usual, 
my reply to that gentleman was 
more than abrupt," and only by 
threatening to inquire into how 
two priests had spent money 
given to them by the government 
did Cashin force Roche into 
meeting him, and thus bullied the 
Archbishop into having Cashin's 
enemies among the priesthood 
back off. 
Cashin was as skilled an orator, 
as dogged a Newfoundland 
patriot, and as much an outsider 
to the establishment as was 
Smallwood (although on the 
opposite side of the Confederation 
debate). But while Smallwood 
ultimately learned, to take the 
pertinent example, to show 
deference to the clergy, Cashin 
seems reckless in picking fights 
throughout his life. Smallwood 
may have had a less than attentive 
father, and been possessed by a 
poor man's overweening ambition 
to be a great man. But Cashin's 
mother and father, by sending him 
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to be raised by a grandmother, 
seem to have left him with a 
principled rage against those in 
authority who let him down. 
Cashin's fights against political 
friends and rivals, the church 
hierarchy, the British government, 
and the legal establishment, are 
all laid bare. While Smallwood 
titled his memoir I Chose 
Canada, Cashin's My Fight for 
Newfoundland is both a testament 
to his struggles, and a reminder 
that he was on the losing side of 
the Confederation debate. His 
account of the disarray of the anti-
Conf ederates and their emergence 
as Progressive Conservatives 
fills in some gaps of the political 
history, with fascinating accounts 
of the his participation in the 
elections of 1949, 19 51, and 
1953. By the 1960s, though, 
Cashin's career was winding down, 
and his old friend and opponent 
Smallwood provided a sinecure. 
The annotations added by 
Roberts identify people and 
events that would be unfamiliar 
to most contemporary readers. 
A few of those notes correct 
the text and bring to bear the 
historical scholarship of the years 
since Cashin typed his account 
of events. The footnote in which 
Roberts provides a plausible 
explanation of why Prime Minister 
William F Lloyd seconded the 
motion of non-confidence in 
his own government is perhaps 
the best example of Roberts's 
knowledge of the period being put 
to good effect in the notes. While 
Cashin's memory was fallible, his 
recall is often vivid and precise, 
and the notes are an unobtrusive 
way of making the book usable. 
That's a standard method of 
editors of such volumes, but then 
Roberts does something I have 
not seen before in a memoir. 
Interlarded in several places in 
the book, with a different font 
so the reader knows he or she 
is reading Roberts's words, not 
Cashin's, the editor becomes the 
author. Roberts has written brief 
historical accounts of a couple 
of pivotal moments in Cashin's 
life on which the manuscript 
was too brief to be illuminating. 
As was once well known about 
town, Cashin sued his mother 
over his father's estate, an episode 
that the lawyer Roberts is able to 
effectively disentangle. Of greater 
historical importance, Roberts 
provides a fascinating account of 
the trial in which justices of the 
Newfoundland Supreme Court 
sued Cashin for libel over his 
statements as a member of the 
National Convention. That trial 
has previously attracted some 
scholarly attention, but Roberts 
has brought new evidence to bear 
REVIEWS 
and brought it to life. Included 
here are also some key primary 
documents, such as Cashin's 
January 1946 radio address 
condemning the Commission 
of Government and demanding 
the return of Responsible 
Government. Each of these 
enriches the account. 
I imagine that this technique, 
in which the 'editor' insinuates 
him- or herself into the text as 
an author, might fail if not used 
with restraint. But Roberts's 
interventions serve to illuminate 
key points in Cashin's life that 
would otherwise be just allusions. 
The interjections not only serve 
posterity, but also complement 
Cashin's own account of his 
estrangement from his family, his 
fights with the legal and political 
powers of his time, and his take-
no-prisoners style of verbal attack. 
Roberts has done us a great service 
bringing the drive and spirit of 
this great Newfoundlander to 
readers in the 21st century mr!l 
] eff Webb is a historian in Memorial 
University's Department of History 
and the author of The Voice of 
Newfoundland: A Social History 
of the Broadcasting Corporation of 
Newfoundland (University of Toronto 
Press, 2008). He is currently writing 
a book on the study of Newfoundland 
society and culture from the 1950s to 
the 1980s. 
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Bohin l> 111nford 
A Lovely Gutting 
By Robin Durnford 
McGill-Queen's University Press 201 2 
$16.95 88 pages 
Old Run1vay 
once bombers revved in the belly 
An1e1ican opinions cigar-turned 
over which war to enter and when 
1veeds split the fissures 
now strips lost in the 
dandelion maze 
under stage of Harn1on air 
force gothic as the old French 
it replaced refracted panes, 
vaulted glass, blo1vn hangars 
for invading guards 
a victo1y dance 
as armed cathedrals lean 
over 1va1y brooks 
where the last salmon pray 
to the steeple reach 
of industrial suns 
These 60-odd poems are steeped 
in nature and drawn from personal 
history Tactile, almost edible, they 
are furnished with constant details 
of touch , taste, and smell. This 
is muscular writing, emotionally 
potent, yet also refined. el 
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Emily: Song of a 
Newfoundland Life 
By Denise Batten 
Rugs by Kaaren Batten 
Killick Press 201 2 
$1 9.95 44 pages 
This is a picture book for all 
ages, lovingly illustrated by 
colourful hooked mats in complex 
compositions that pace the life 
story of Emily Nolan, the author's 
maternal grandmother. The simple 
lyrical text of the book has also 
been set to music. 
There in a wood that had 
watched her grow 
Fai1y girl in the moonlight glow 
Whispering songs so 
sweet and low 
Songs to comf art Emily 
BOOK 
Then finally, her dream came true 
As Simons love sought to renew 
Her spirit; pure sweet love which grew 
Beckoning to Emily el 
NEWFOUNDLAND HISTORY QUIZ BY BERT RIGGS 
Send us your answers to be eligible for a prize. In the event of a tie, the winning entry will be drawn from the best responses. Send your entries to 
Newfoundland History Quiz, Newfoundland Quarterly, ED4002, Memorial University, St John's, NL A 1 C 5S7, email: nfq@mun.ca 
The Home Front 
1. What was the name of the group 
established in Newfoundland in October 
1939 as a home defence force? 
2. Canadian troops came to 
Newfoundland in the summer of 1940 to 
protect which two strategic sites? 
3. What was the name of the troop ship, 
the largest ship ever to enter St John's 
harbour up to that time, that brought 
the first 1,000 American soldiers to 
Newfoundland? 
4. What two international statesmen 
met off Argentia in Placentia Bay in 
September 1941? 
5. What peculiar juridical right was 
granted to the United States Government 
under the Leased Bases Agreement of 
1941? 
6. American military spending in 
Newfoundland during the Second World 
War has been estimated at: 
(a) $150 million 
(b) $300 million 
(c) $500 million 
(d) $ 750 million. 
7. What occurred on December 12, 
1942 in St John's that some people 
believed was an act by enemy 
subversives? 
ANSWERS TO LAST QUIZ 
The Newfoundland Diaspora 
Identify each of the fallowing natives of 
Newfoundland or Labrador who relocated 
to other countries. 
1. The first Newfoundland-born member 
of the British House of Lords. 
William Grey, 9th Earl of Stamford 
(1850-1910). 
2. The woman, supposedly born at Fogo, 
who married a great-great-grandson of 
King Charles II. 
Pamela (Simms), Lady FitzGerald 
(1773-1831). 
3. A native of Port Kirwan, this former 
naval officer claimed to be the Prince of 
the Hebrews. 
Richard Brothers (1757-1824). 
4. Born at Mosquito (Bristol's Hope), he 
rose to prominence in the British Navy 
and is said to be the first Newfoundlander 
to receive a knighthood. 
Sir Henry Pynn (1769-1855). 
5. The St John's native who was elected 
to the California State Legislature in 
1862, but died later that same year of 
tuberculosis at age 25. 
Thomas Campbell (1837-1862). 
6. The Happy Valley-Goose Bay-born 
actor who has had rolls in the television 
series One Live to Live, Lost, Sex in the City, 
and CSI: New York. 
Victor Browne ( 196 7 - ) . 
7. The St John's-born painter who moved 
to Paris and whose work was exhibited 
there and in London. 
Margaret Campbell Macpherson (1860-
1931). 
8. The Twillingate-born soprano who 
performed at opera houses in Europe and 
the United States in the late 19th and early 
20th centuries. 
Georgina Stirling (1866-1935). 
8. What were the call letters for the 
radio station the United States Army 
operated at Fort Pepperrell? 
9. What was the only armed German 
military operation on land in North 
America during the Second World War? 
10. What well-known American 
ventriloquist, along with his wooden pal 
Charlie McCarthy, entertained troops and 
civilians in Newfoundland in 194 3? 
9. The only Newfoundlander in the 
Hockey Hall of Fame. 
Harry Watson (1898-1957). 
10. The one-time Surveyor General 
of Bombay, whose brother, also born 
in St John's, was a British Member of 
Parliament. (Hint: His son compiled one 
of the most widely-used Sanskrit-English 
dictionaries.) 
Colonel Monier Williams (1778-1823). 
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Mystery Photo Challenge 
Where is this library located? 
Mystery Photo 105 [1] OUR WINNER IS: FLORENCE KEILLOR 
What is the occasion? This photo shows the sod turning for the new wing of the Grace Hospital in St John's in 1 954. 
Left to Right: Mayor HGR Mews; Dr Nigel Rusted, Medial Superintendent; CA Pippy, Chairman Salvation Army Advisory Board; 
Hon JR Chalker, Minister of Health; Major Hannah Janes, Hospital Superintendent; Mrs CA Pippy; Dr LA Miller, Deputy Minister of 
Health; Major Mabel Crotty; Major Beatrice Keeling. 
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Provincial 
------istoric 
~ommemorations 
Program 
Publicly recognizing Newfoundland and Labrador's 
·.Exceptional People from the Past 
·Outstanding Historic Events 
·Unique Places 
·Distinctive Cultural Traditions and Practices 
·Tradition Bearers 
Nominate an aspect of Newfoundland and Labrador's heritage and culture that YOU value. 
NEW APPLICATIONS WELCOME! 
Next submission deadline: February 15, 2013 
LEARN MORE AT 
www .seethesites.ca/ commemorations 
N"ewf~nj dland 
Labrador 
• 
